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P.G. E.’s MAIDEN TRIP. 


Enclosed please find a bank money order for $3. 50 
to cover my subscription to the "Northwest Digest" for 
1953. I hope my failure to do this sooner will not in 
any way interrupt my subscription since I do not wish to 
missa single edition, This is one magazine we not only 
read but look forward to receiving. 

Nothing would have pleased me more than to be in 
your country for P,G,E's maiden trip to Prince George. 
Your account of it was wonderful. I hope to be able to 
make this trip in the near future, this time by way of 
Prince George rather than by way of Vancouver and 
Squamish, 

With every best wish for you and your magazine, 

i R.F, Schutte, 
Mankato, Minnesota, U.S. A. 


NUFF SED!' 
Spending few days down here with my sons. Hada 


lot of rain, . . Roads kinda like Hart Highway. Nuff sed! 


F, M. Brown, 
Santo Tomas,B Cfa, Mexico. 


TREE FOR TREE 


In your issue of December you ask for the opinion 
of readers on the present methods of logging and cutting 
our timber. 

I think that sawmill and other timber exploiters 
should be required to plant, "Tree for Tree" for those 
cut down for commercial purposes. 

In the foothills of Eastern Oregon 60 years ago, 
Mormon companies from Utah were allowed to strip the 
timber from the foothills, leaving nothing but stumps 
and rubbish. 

If they had been required to plant "Tree for Tree," 
the country would be richer by millions of dollars. Yours 
for more trees. 

Bert Huffman, 
New Westminster, B. C. 


NOT FORT SIMPSON TODAY. 


Please check your December 1952 issue with regard 
to the item "Indians of the North West. " 


The Fort Simpson Mrs, Boss refers to in her article was 
built on the Nass River in 1832, from which point it was 
moved to its present site on the Tsimpsean Peninsula in 
1834. It is nowknownasPORT SIMPSON. The Forts of 
the Hudson Bay Company were located on the seaboard 
as far north as Taku Inlet and south as far as San Fran- 
cisco Bay. —EDS. 


ROYAL MAIL BY DUG-OUT CANOE 


Pictured above is William Walka - who came from 

Eastern Canada torun the mail for the Hudson Bay Co., 
and Governor Douglas - with his dug-out freight canoe 
and helper, Louis, at Quesnel,B.C. He used a three- 
dog husky team for winter transportation and the rigors 


of the Cariboo winters of ice and snow did not keep him 
from delivering the mail. 

Photo submitted by his son Joe Bouchie who still lives in 
Quesnel, B. C. 


ALSO IN THE RACE 


I have a copy of your Digest for December 1952 
andam interested in the letter from Mr. Bert Huffman 
asI was in the Cherokee strip several years before the 
opening and was in the race. I also am 82 years old 
and would like the address of Mr. Huffman. 


The village is listed as Fort Simpson throughout the J. W. LaRue, 


article. [think it would be a good idea to point out the Beep eT ANE 
fact that this village now is known as PORT Simpson, 
and has been so for some time. 

There is a Fort Simpson 'way to the north and the 
idea is to keep these villages separate to those readers 
not familiar with each location. 

The article was very good and I enjoyed it, but 
thought you might be interested in this point. 

Prince Rupert, B. C. K. Marcus. 
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The Cover 


Statistics indicate that 60¢ out of every dollar eamed 
in B.C. is derived from our forest industries. In the 


Central Interior, where5% of the province's population 
turn out over 20% of B.C's. total production, the ratio 
is higher - nearly 85¢ out of every dollar - and every 


Authorized as Second Class Mail by the Post Office 
Department, Ottawa. No article or picture appearing in 
this publication may be reproduced without permission, 
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We do not guarantee the return of any articles or other 
material submitted unless accompanied by return postage 
and self-addressed envelope. Articles of 2,000 words 
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town is a "Lumbering Town", with scenes such as the 
cover shot a common though welcome sight - for it 
means that the bush-roads are frozen solid and the logs 
and lumber rolling in enroute to market, 
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A tale of World War 2 and how a Jap coup was 
averted in the northwoods of British Columbia 


By ISADOR WOOD 


Easter Eggs 


(AS TAKEN FROM A TRAPPER’S DIARY ) 


HE GOING WAS GOOD on the 

Upper Fishing Lake. The ice had 
flooded, then frozen solid with two 
inches of new snow, the footing for 
Smithy’s dog-team was ideal. Bill 
Smith, between the handle-bars of a 
heavily loaded basket sleigh, was rid- 
ing most of the time. 

Trapping the Upper Finlay River, 
he was intending to make a permanent 
camp at the mouth of a creek he had 
named the ‘‘Wait-a-bit,’’ and build a 
cabin at the aeroplane and canoe land- 
ing when the fur season was over. 

He had found a colony of beaver in 
a string of lakes ten miles inland which 
he hoped to conserve. He and his 
partner, ‘‘Sour Dough McCormick, ’”’ 
hadfound coarse gold above a canyon 
in the creek, almost in the centre of 
the two hundred square miles which 
included their registered trap-line, 
but it was then too late for a placer 
mining operation. 

Rounding a steep bluff he found that 
the snow had deepened with no carry- 
ing crust in the sheltered bay. Sud- 
denly his dogs howled a discordant 
chorus and despite the heavy going, 
broke into an eager lope. 

Hopping on the back of the sleigh, 
he looked for the cause. He detected 
a thin spiral of smoke ascending from 
above the canyon of the creek. He 
haltedin a heavy bunch of mixed tim- 
ber which clothed the fan of the Wait- 
a-bit, donnedhis snow-shoes, seized 
his axe and in a few minutes had fal- 
len a dry jack-pine from the adjoin- 
ing hill-side. 

Fire made and a pot hung to boil, 
he gathered a set of squaw-poles, 
carefully stood up under abig umbrella 
spruce from a former camp, and 
felled a feathery balsam for green 
boughs for his bed, leaving the in- 
vestigation of the smoke from the can- 
yon until after lunch, but the barking 
ofhis dogs, answered by a medley of 
howls from the other camp, called his 
attention tothe creek trail and a squat 
figure coming towards him. 

The ‘‘Cha-chaco’’ hailed Smithy, 
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**Klahowya Tilicum, car mika Clat- 
tawa?’’ To which Smithy, disdaining 
the Chinook enquiry, replied, ‘‘Hello, 
Carcajou. What in heck are you doing 
on my trap-line?’’ 

At the name the new-comer ob- 
jected. ‘‘Yust de dam Siwash call me 
“‘Carcajou.’’ Mine frents all call me 
Hans and I’m buyin’;fur, nod trappin’ 
it. I got more sense dan dot, me, und 
haf a plane meetin’ at de old abandon- 
ed wadio cabin on Two Bwudders Lake. 
Dis is pig pusinessfor me. I get mine 
grup in und mine fur oud easy. ’’ 

‘‘Well,’’ said Smithy, ‘‘I didn’t 
know that you had any friends. Those 
Sikani Indians have a habit of giving 
nick-names that fit, so we’ll just let 
it go at that. How long are you going 
to camp in the Canyon? I’m going to 
build my main camp right here. How 
are you fixed for meat? I’ve got a 
moose cached about five miles from 
where I hit the lake first. If you’re 
short of dog feed you’d better hook up 
and go and get a load. Want some tea?’’ 

‘‘No,’’ replied Carcajou. ‘‘Yust 
hat lunch. Killed acariboo aveek ago. 
Pretty near kaput now, so villtake you 
up. Say, Bill, haf some goot schtuff 
mit me,’’ as he produced a small 
bottle from the capacious pocket of 
his parka. ‘‘Petter haf a shot pefore 
ju ead. ”’ 

Smithy was tired and needed no 
second invitation. He half-filled a cup 
and sniffed at it suspiciously. ‘‘Home 
brew,’’ he said disappointedly. ‘‘So 
that’s your big business. Well my old 
Dad told me never to look a gift horse 
in the mouth, so here’s ‘down the 
hatch.’ Boy, that’s ‘white mule’ al- 
right. Some kick. ”’ 

‘“‘Yah,’’ replied Carcajou pride- 
fully. ‘‘Dat’s de first run. Keep dat 
pottle. Dere’s blenty more vere dot 
gome from. Vell, vill see ju tonide. 
I’ll be going for dat mead. ’”’ 

As Smithy built his camp he sol- 
iliquized. ‘‘I run across this animal 
pretty regular. First he was Hans 
Wagner. Then he was just Dutch. Next 
he was Hans Hansen. But old Isador’s 


Squaw named him ‘Carcajou, ’the Wol- 
verene and it sure stuck. Mixed up in 
that fur-steal from the HBC and got a 
couple of years in goal. Now, I’ll bet 
he’s peddlin’ that home brew to the 
Indians. Anything but work, and the 
strange thing is that he is a number 
one woodsman; a regular old coyote 
in the brush country. ”’ 

Smithy re-strung a snow-shoe, re- 
paired his sleigh, baked a stack of 
bannocks, making ready for the trail. 
As he hung the kettle on the camp-fire 
his dogs announced the return of 
Carcajou. 

‘Come on and eat, ’’Smithy invited. 

‘‘T’llyust do dat, ’’ replied Carca- 
jou. ‘‘I yust brod haf der moose. I get 
de west tomowow. ”’ 

**O. K. ,’’replied Smithy, ‘‘I’ll bone 
that bunch and put it on the racks to 
smoke-dry and lighten up a little. ’’ 

As Carcajou left for his camp, 
Smithy told him that if he was not 
loaded too heavy tomorrow to bring 
head, hide and all, as he intended 
making some fox sets around the bones 
and stretch the hides before he hit the 
trail again. 

‘“Your dogs look thin, anyhow. You 
may as wellfeed them aplenty. Which 
way are you heading from here?’’ 

Carcajou mused awhile, then said, 
“T may as vell gome glean mit ju. I 
got five hundred pounts of parley and 
tree hundred of sugar cached near 
Two Bwudders Lake and der finest 
leedle schtill ju neffer seen vere no 
vun could effer find it. I pet ju, Bill, 
I make me a pigger catch of fur dan 
judo,” 

‘Huh, ’’ sourly answered Smithy. 
‘“Not if Black Angus MacLeod gets on 
your trail, you won’t.’’ 

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe. But I 
know dat Corporal MacLeod long time. 
He pretty smart, but disis a pig coun- 
try. Yust gifmeten minutes start and 
I vill haf everything cached vere I can’t 
hartly fint it meself.’’ retorted 
Carcajou. 

He unloaded the moose-meat and 
headed for his own camp, then stopped 
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to ask, ‘‘Haf ju gota deck of carts, 
Bill?’’ 

‘‘No,’’ replied Smithy. ‘‘I’m sup- 
posed to be trapping. ’’ 

‘‘Vell,’’ coaxedCarcajou, ‘‘Come 
onup to camp. Yust a couple hundret 
jards. I’ll blay ju for a quart agina 
beaver skin. ’’ 

‘‘Fair enough,’’ replied Smithy. 
“T’ll be up pretty soon. ”’ 

Ina recess ofthe canyon, he found 
the camp. ‘‘Some camp, too,’’ he con- 
ceded. An eight bytwelvetent, a radio 
and a small sheet iron stove. 

“Have you fed your dogs yet?”’ 
Smithy asked. 

“No, ’’ admitted Carcajou. ‘‘Vait, 
here’s Vaterous gomingin goot. Lis- 
tentodat. Dat Jankee Yeneral is haffin 
a tough time mit the Yaps. He says 
dey are woothless and ve got to be 
woothless too. I can’t figger dat vun 
oud. Vat he mean?”’ 

Smithy weighed. it carefully, re- 
membering Carcajou’s mixed dialect 
of German, Dutch and Scandinavian. 
“‘Teuess it was ‘ruthless, ’conjectured 
Smithy. 

“Und vat’s dat ?’’ asked Carcajou. 

““No mercy.’’ replied Smithy. 

*‘Dot’s me all the time, ’’ empha- 


tically stated Carcajou, ‘‘Woothless. 


Go ahet un feed mine dogs vile I dig 
up de carts. Cut into dat shoulder on 
my sleigh. -Look dem dogs ofer. Ju 
should know dat leader. ’’ 

*‘Sure,’’ replied Smithy. ‘‘That’s 
Skookum Jim’s Tip-soo. ”’ 

“Wight juare, pardner, dot’s him 
and he cost me two quarts of de best, ’’ 
said the boot-legger. 


Smithy awoke with a heavy head 
next morning. He was in his own 
camp. He built up the fire and made 
coffee. His fur was strewn about the 
foot of his brush bed. Four beaver 
were missing, but there was a quart 
of home-brew in the fur sack. 

““Must have won one game any- 
how,’’ he congratulated himself. It 
wasn’t the rotten booze that made me 
feel so tough. It was the musky wol- 
verene Smell in that closed tent. Me 
for the open fly and a big camp fire. 
Isador’s squaw was right. ‘Carcajou’ 
just fits him. Here he comes. ’’ 

Carcajou hailed as he stopped his 
team near the camp. ‘‘How ju feel- 
in’?’’ he asked. 

“Fine,’’ lied Smithy. ‘‘Make it 
back by noon. I'll have a mulligan 
ready. ’’ 

With aching head he built the dry- 
ing racks, lengthened out his camp- 
fire witha punky cottonwood, flitched 
the meat and hung it to dry. He just 
had dinner ready when Carcajou drove 
in and unloaded. Inhalf an hour all the 
meat except a ham for present use 
was trippped and hung. 

Smithy crossed the lake to set out 
a couple of wolf traps andvisit a short 
snare line in a poplar and jack-pine 
flat where rabbits were numerous. 


He returned at dusk with two large 
prime lynx, full furred and glossy. 
He had them pelted and was pulling 
one on a stretcher when Carcajou 
dropped along. 

**Yee, Bill,’’ he said, ‘‘I’ll gif ju 
four quarts for vun lynx und forty 
dollars for de udder vun. ’’ 

**No,’’ replied Smithy. ‘‘I don’t 
want any more:of your devil’s brew. 
It’ll take a hundred dollars cash to 
buy those two lynx, or I’ll play you 
three games of crib for whether you 
pay me-two hundred dollars or take 
them for nothing. And you bring the 
cards downhere. That dump of yours 
stinks. ’”’ 

‘“‘No vunder,’’ was the unnettled 
reply. ‘‘I schunked ju dwice.”’ 

Smithy won the first two games. 
The Carcajou counted out two hundred 
dollars from a well-filled wallet and 
took the lynx. 


““Well, we’re aboud efen,’’ he 
grinned. ‘‘Vant to blay anudder 
wubber ?”’ 


“‘No,’’ firmly repliedthe trapper, 
“Ym getting out early. Have a little 
fifteen mile circle of traps. Will be 
seeing you about night if the going isn’t 
too tough. ”’ 

In the morning he was on the trail, 
just aS moon-light was merging with 
the dawn, andbefore there was a sign 
of smoke from Carcajou’s camp. 

The going through the canyon was 
rough. Above that the trail was well 
cut out to his saw-pit at the Forks, 
where a pile of whip-sawn lumber, 
stacked sluice-boxes and riffles bore 
evidence of a small placer operation. 

Above the forks the grade of the 
creek increased; with no load but a 
lunch, bait-sack, axe, gunandafew 
traps and snares,the dogs couldhandle 
the load easily. 

His leader, ‘‘Major,’’ was a Rus- 
Sian hound,one hundred and ten pounds 
of bone and muscle, dearer to Smithy 
than his life. The dog followed the 
hard bottom of the invisible old snow 
shoe trail, knowing where every trap 
was set; pawing off the trail-snares 
as he came to them, leading the team 
a couple of sleigh-lengths past each 
‘set’ and stopping without command 
until traps were examined and snares 
re-set. 


s 
coo As, & 
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The trail snares gave Smithy a 
cross-fox anda red. A no. 2 trap was 
missing, but he followed the dog and 
was rewarded by picking up a fair 
silver fox. When he struck the big 
balsam timber, the first dead-fall 
heldamarten. Atthe summit, afisher 
hung suspended from a spring-pole. 
He stopped for an early lunch where 
the creek was a mere dribble, pick- 
ingup a mink from ano. 1 trap set in 
a hole inthe bank. He pulled the hides 
from the foxes to lighten up and rest 
the dogs after the fairly steep climb. 
After a brief smoke, he crossed the 
head of the South Fork. A fresh wol- 
verene track cut inon the trail and he 
followed it. 

“‘Ha,’’ saidSmithy, with his habit 
of reviewing the possibilities ahead of 
him aloud. ‘‘There’sa nice no.4 itrap 
not veryfar, andtwo no 3’s about half 
a mile further on, Mr. Carcajou’s 
brother. ”’ 

But on reaching the trap, he found 
them upside down and set them off, 
the tracks of the smart wolverene con- 
tinuing along the trail. His next, a 
sick-trap dead-fall, was torn apart 
and the trapper had to rebuild it. 

The skunk-bear had followed the 
South Fork trail to within a mile of 
the saw-pit, destroying all sets, and 
brushing the trail snares contempt- 
uously aside. Finding a porcupine 
caught in a trap, the glutton had torn 
the belly out and feasted on the car- 
cass without getting quilled. Smithy 
silently re-set the trap, and using all 
his skill he set two more no. 4 traps 
in the tracks the wolverene had left 
while feeding, hiding all sign and 
brushing out his own tracks, smooth- 
ing the snow with a spruce bough. He 
threw the remains of the quills be- 
tween the hidden traps and surveyed 
the double set with a satisfied eye as 
he ruminated aloud. 

““O.K., Mr. Wolverene, just try 
that once. No fur on the whole of the 
South Fork, thanks to you.’’ 

He reached camp early and refused 
an invitation from Carcajou to have 
dinner. 

“T had mine,’’ he said shortly, 
and pulled into his own camp, un- 
hitched his dogs, and got busy skin- 
ning and stretching the day’s catch. 
Carcajou came along and sitting ona 
log, as he completed whittling out a 
mink stretcher. 

Smithy asked him, ‘‘How long you 
been camped here?”’ 

He answered, ‘‘Since der tay behint 
yesterday. ’’ 

Smithy looked at him and corrected, 
“‘The day before yesterday, you 
mean. ’’ 

‘“No, ’’argued Carcajou. ‘‘Vouldn’t 
dot be today? Anyvay, it was der tay 
before jucame. I speak Svede, Cher- 
man, French, Eyetalian, und a leetle 
Yapanese, but dis English peats me. 


continued on page 15 
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TWO YOUNG SCHOOL TEACHERS GO INTO THE RIVER-FREIGHT ING BUSINESS 


THEIR FIRST PAYLOAD WAS: 


Forty ©; Squealing Swine 


NYONE WHO THINKS that Cana- 

dians have finished with pioneer - 
ing should consider the tribulations of 
Mac. Mac used to teach at a little log 
school-house tucked away on a bank 
above the mighty Peace River in Nor- 
thern Alberta, a school populated by 
a sparse dozen of children, some 
white and some Indian. Mac’s wages 
as the dominie of this remote font of 
learning were not calculated to make 
him a bloated capitalist, and the young 
man hadto resort to various odd jobs 
at times to augment his fingerling 
salary. One summer holiday season, 
Mac and a fellow teacher decided to 
improve their fortunes by setting 
themselves up in the river transport 
business. 

So they pooled their scanty cash 
resources and bought enough lumber 
to build a good sized flat-bottomed, 
square-ended scow graced with the un- 
aesthetical lines of a cement mixing 
trough. For a power plant, they leased 
an ancient, one-lunged tractor from 
a farmer, moving this machine onto 
the bank end of their scow and jack- 
ing up the rear end of the tractor to 
allow the drive-wheels to turn freely. 
Then came the complicated job of 
fastening wooden axles onto the reg- 
ular tractor axles and building a pair 
of paddle wheels around the wooden 
hubs. Finally the job was done, and 
after a trial run on the broad stream 
during which everything worked per- 
fectly, Mac and his friend announced 
themselves ready for business. 

Their first assignment was acargo 
of pigs. Quoting Mac’s own words: 
‘“‘Our first pay-load was a cargo of 
forty squealing, stubborn, stinking 
hogs, every individual pig possessed 
of a deep-rooted ambition to be twice 
as much of an unholy nuisance as all 
the other thirty-nine hogs put to- 
gether, and, so help me, each one 
was successful!’’ 

In addition to the animals, the boys 
had as super-cargo the owner of the 
hogs. He was a long-john sort of fel- 
low who was always chawing listlessly 
ona chunk of eatin’ terbaccy, andthis 
man kept a disapproving eye on the 
twoteachers’ amateurish attempts to 
act like professional transport men. 
However, the squealing pigs were fin- 
ally loaded after much jockeying of 
the scow and arranging of runways 
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By KERRY WOOD 


and concerted shooings of the crew, 
owner. and all bystanders handy. 
Since their destination was some three 
hundred miles up-river, the boys also 
took aboard a supply of flour and salt, 
tea and other essentials. Mac said 
that he told the other teacher to buy 
lots of sugar and canned milk, while 
his friend insisted that Mac had 
agreed to look after the buying of the 
sugar and canned milk, the final re- 
sult being that neither one bothered to 
obtain sugar or milk. 

Atthe start, itrained. Not merely 
a simple little thunder shower, but a 
steady soaking downpour of damp des- 
pair. The deluge affected the spirits 
of the two amateur river-men, it 
slowed up the rhythmic chawings of 
the owner of the hogs, it made the un- 
happy pigs squeal in a most distress- 
ing manner, and, worst of all, the 


rain annoyed the tempermental tractor. 


Mac said: ‘‘The ornery thing would 
be chugging out its staccato wap-wap 
-wap andthe old scow would be churn- 
ing a steady passage up the broad 
bosom of the Peace, when smacko! 
the chugging wap changed to a dis- 
cordant wip-wip-wee, the engine 
sneezed violently from the depths of 
its deepest cam-shaft, then settled 
down to an uneven sniffle and the 
wheels slowed in Sympathy and the 
next thing we knew, we were going 
downstream. The current was stron- 
ger thanour influenza-racked power - 
plant!’’ 

Mac didn’t know much about trac- 
tors and his friend cheerlessly ad- 
mitted that he knew even less than 
Mac. The hog-owner was strictly a 
horse-and-buggy man-and disapprov- 
edheartily of the machine-age in any 
form whatsoever, and with every pass- 
ing moment of engine-trouble his 
long-john countenance got more jaun- 
diced with disdainful disgust. 

However, the boys finally located 
the cause of the engine’s cold in the 
head, blew the machine’s nose ona 
piece of waste, gave the fly-wheel a 
flip and the old tractor roared out its 
one-lunged wap-wap-wap and every- 
thing looked fine again, with even a 
rift inthe clouds hinting at the possib- 
ility that the rain would not last for- 
ever, when suddenly one of the forty 
swine decided to commit suicide by 
jumping overboard. The hog-owner 


howled that pigs can’t swim. And 
neither could he, he shouted as after- 
thought. So Mac plunged into chilly 
waters and fought a gurgling, rib- 
bruising battle with the sharply shod 
piglet, finally seiaing it firmly by a 
large ear and treading water until the 
boat swung around and came along- 
side. All three men combined their 
efforts to hoist and haul that piglet 
aboard, thenthe hog-owner andMac’s 
friend turned to wrestle the beastie 
back into its enclosure while the shiv- 
ering Mac climbed unaided out of the 
depths. 

They strung a higher fence around 
the porkers by way of discouraging 
further suicidal efforts, then settled 
back to listen to the wap-wap-wap of 
the tractor and watch the scenery scud 
past. But just then one of the rudder 
wires broke and the scow began to 
weave crazily to one side, completely 
out of steering control. 

Since Mac was already wet, it was 
unanimously decided by the other two 
that he should stand at the back end of 
the scow and wield a crow-bar to 
swing the rudder this way and that as 
required. Mac didso, finding himself 
directly in line with the spray from 
the threshing paddle-wheels, and for 
three wet, weary hours he swung that 
crow-bar back and forth and steered 
the cumbersome craft. 

At the end of that time one of the 
wooden axles came loose, so the boys 
headed the scow into shore and tied 
up to a bank tree while they repaired 
the damage. The chore was not an 
easy one; by the time they had the 
axle locked in place again the night 
had come and they decided to stay an- 
chored until morning. Mac lit a fire 
to cook supper. That’s when they dis- 
covered the absence of sugar and 
canned milk. They chewed without 
enthusiasm on over -cooked bacon and 
undercooked bannock and gulped down 
unsweetened mouthfuls of rice and 
drankteainitsraw, black state with- 
out benefit of milk or sugar. When 
the’ so called meal was finished the 
hog-owner fed his pigs, and they 
squealed lustily because he didn’t feed 
them enough. Then the men stretched 
out between sodden blankets. The 
hog-owner was soon snoring, a squeal- 
ing sort of effort which robbed the 
night of peace for the tired teachers. 


NORTHWEST DIGEST - February, 1953 


In any case, the rain was still raining, 
the ground was hard, and several of 
their muscles ached in brand new 
places to keep the boys awake through- 
out that long, long night. Just at dawn 
they managed to sink into an exhausted 
slumber, from which the hog-owner 
rudely awakened them five minutes 
later with the announcement that it 
was time to get going. They drank 
more raw tea, mouthed more ban- 
nock, thenclimbed aboard the grace- 
less scow and chugged out onto the 
broad river once again. 

Well, it wasn’t half bad, that morn- 
ing. The rain stopped, the sun came 
out, birds sang, and mosquitoes didn’t 
bite as much as usual, while a pleas- 
ant breeze wafted the smell of the 
pigs to the starboard shore. Life 
seemed to be a pretty good sort of 
pastime after all, when Plunk! One 
of the spokes in a paddle wheel burst 
out. There was nothing for it but to go 
ashore, shoulder the axe, seek out a 
clump of birch, whack down a tree, 
then whittle out a new spoke. Then on 
again, withthe sun not quite so smil- 
ing, the birds not nearly so gay, the 
mosquitoes biting a little deeper and 
the pigs squealing a little louder. Two 
hours later, another spoke crumpled. 

Mac relates: ‘‘We finally got used 
to the spokes breaking. Every hour or 
two one would snap with a nerve- 
shattering crash and we’d have to stop 
and build a replacement. At last we 
came to a good stand of birch and cut 
ourselves a generous supply of poten- 
tial spokes and piled them on deck, 
ready to make repairs in a hurry. 
After that the spokes quit breaking, 
out of sheer perversity. But we had 
other troubles. ”’ 

Oh, yes; they had other troubles! 
The current was getting stronger, so 
they had to build extensions onto their 
paddle-flaps in order to make headway 
against the stronger drag of water. 
The extensions kept cracking off, and 
usually onone wheel. This meant that 
the scow would swing to whatever side 
had the weak wheel and the boys would 
find themselves shunted into shore, 


or else floundering out in mid-stream 
where the current was too strong for 
their frail engine. At every set back 
the hog owner chewed more thought- 
fully upon his eatin’ terbaccy, spittin’ 
a brown stream overboardin a deris- 
ive way, and reached a hand to his 
jeans’ side pocket to absently fondle 
his wallet. By the terms of their 
written agreement he didn’t have to 
pay a cent to the teachers until they 
reached the destination, which same 
was still a long distance up river. 

Mac andhis friend laboured. They 
tacked on new extension boards, they 
repaired the rudder again so that it 
worked without the use of the crow- 
bar, they mended another loosened 
axle and rescued another hog from a 
grave in the muddy deep. The one 
lunged tractor developed whooping 
cough, so the teachers turned sur- 
geons and operated, finally removing 
what they considered to be gall stones 
When the engine worked well, it had 
too much power for the strength of the 
wooden wheels. Once they hit a rock 
that gave the scow a sideways lurch 
which lifted one wheel entirely clear 
of the water; this permitted the un- 
hampered wheel to churn around so 
rapidly that the axle broke and the 
wheel fell off and floated away down 
stream. They had to turn around and 
give chase, limping along with one 
wheel chugging and a sideways cant to 
their steering, while the lost wheel 
became coy and dodged hither and yon 
and evaded them for a worrisome 
three miles. Then they caught it, re- 
built it, reinforced it, and went on. 

Bythis time their supply of bacon 
was finished and so was the rice and 
the few cans of soup they had fetched 
along. They sacrificed one of the forty 
squealing swine on the altar of ne- 
cessity, but even after his demise that 
hog continued to give them trouble: he 
was tough! 

They fought their way on and coy- 
ered a hundred and fifty miles of the 
yourney. That was the half-way mark, 
which was unintentionally celebrated 
by dropping their one and only hammer 


over board. In view of the rebuilding 
work they had to perform onthe wheels 
from time to time, the loss of the 
hammer was considered a serious 
catastrophe andtheir morale suffered 
in consequence. They anxiously waited 
for the trouble to start, Mac telling 
how they went along for hour after 


hour without a single thing going 
wrong, which built up a terrific ten- 
sion. All the while the chawing hog- 


owner eyed them in a sour way, eyed 
their smoothly churning paddle wheels 
with distrust, and eyed his stinking, 
squealing hogs with something akin to 
brotherly love. 

For fifty miles nothing happened 
except that Mac andhis friend worried 
themselves sick waiting for some- 
thing to happen. Finally the tension 
ended: they reached the mouth of a 
tributary river. They were due to 
steer up this stream to the destin- 
ation chosen by the hog-owner, they 
didtryto steer up this new river. But 
just as they entered its estuary the 
tributary stream spewed out a heavy 
run of timber logs, and this tightly 
packed drive of logs slammed heavily 
into their labouring scow and tore off 
flap boards from their paddle-wheels, 
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ARLIE ANDERSON, otherwise 

known as the ‘‘ Lucky Swede, ’’ sat 
in the door of his log cabin at Vananda, 
on TexadalIsland. He watched the sun 
sink like a ball of fire behind the 
mountains that fringe the Gulf of 
Georgia. 

That sun seemed to re-kindle in 
his aging memory the experiences of 
his forty-eight years on the Pacific 
Coast. How well he remembered. his 
recent years in the B.C. woods and 
his fishing trips up and down the coast 
with its winding inlets. They reminded 
him of his native Sweden where he was 
born in eighteen fifty-six; but he was 
nearing the end of his journey. It 
wouldn’t be long before that old sun 
wouldbe setting without him to watch 
it. 

Charlie Anderson was world fam- 
ous in his day --.for he was the fam- 
ous ‘‘ Lucky Swede’’ who had made and 
spent a million dollars before his 
luck went out on him. 

His mind went back to that night 
in eighteen ninety-seven when he 
mushed back into the town of Dawson 
with his sleigh loaded down with gold. 
There was plenty more where that 
came from for he’d struck it rich on 
El DoradoCreek. The icicle-covered 
thermometer on the saloon verandah 
registered forty below as the Lucky 
Swede tilted a heavy poke of dust on 
the bar. It was drinks on the Midas 
of El Dorado. The saloon seethed with 
excitement as the Swede amused him- 
self by dropping ice-cold nuggets down 
the backs of the girls’ necks which 
instantly made him a favorite with the 
belles of the Yukon. 

That was inJanuary and by the next 
winter the big gold rush of eighteen 
ninety-eight was in full swing. 

Anderson had landed in New York 
in eighteen eighty-seven and had 
moved west to Tacoma, Washington. 
There he worked in the woods when 
they logged with oxen. It was on this 
job that he heard stories of the Yuk- 
on. Ineighteen ninety-three he sailed 
to Alaska with eight of his buddies. 

They tramped overland through the 
Chilcoot Pass. Whenthey reached the 
Yukon River they built a boat. Four 
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by ROBERT E. SWANSON 


While the Yukon ‘‘belles”’ 


ne! 


ea 
: a yet 
t 


played poker to see 


who was going to win him, the Lucky Swede 
watched to see that there was no dealing trom 
the bottom uf the deck. 


hundred miles downstream they 
pitched camp and went on a moose 
hunt. It was on this moose hunt that 
the Swede met an Indian who told him 
that while fishing salmon on Rabbit 
Creek one of the Indians had seen 
nuggets glistening in the river bed. 
It sounded like a goodfish story to the 
Swede but when he reached this creek 
he found it staked and being worked 
--for this was now Bonanza. Even El 
Dorado was staked to its source! The 
Swede had arrived too late! 

That night three men came into 
camp andoffered to sell their claim, 
Number 29, on El Dorado, to the 
Swede. Anderson had $7000. 00 in gold 
cached in his cabin on Glacier Creek 
but couldn’t get it until the rivers 
froze over. But he talked fast and 
borrowed $800. 00. With this he bought 
a quit-claim deed from the three men 
and moved on to El Dorado. 

It was Christmas Eve when he 
reached his claim. Within a month his 
prospecting proved the ground to be 
richbeyond his wildest expectations. 
It was then that he mushed into Daw- 
son with his sled loaded with gold nug- 
gets and with the mercury dipping 
down around forty below. 

The piano played and so did the 
Lucky Swede! What did it matter if he 
blew the works? There was plenty 
more on El Dorado. He hired a crew 
paid the biggest wages ever paid in the 
North Country, and by 1905 had over 
a million dollars. 

Now when a man has a million 
dollars there are some mi ie tall: 
tales told about him, especially if he’s a 
Swede -- andinthe Klondike. Rumour 
has it that one of the dance belles fell 
madly in love with the Lucky Swede. 
Maybe she did, but she had compet- 
ition for the others felt themselves 
falling for him too. 


Such a fuss was raised among the 
women that they decided to play a 
game of poker with the Lucky Swede 
as the stakes. The Swede sat in and 
watched the game to see there was 
no dealing from the bottom of the 
pack. He is said to have taken the 
winner to ‘Frisco where they were 
married. It is also said he gave her 
her weight in gold as a wedding pres- 
ent after he had bought and furnished 
a fancy home for her in Seattle. 

The Lucky Swede decided to be 
sensible after the woman left him and 
he invested the rest of his money in 
real estate in San Francisco. But 
good sense and luck do not seem to go 
together -- atleast not for the Lucky 
Swede. The earthquake and fire of 1906 
in San Francisco destroyed in a day 
the fortune he‘had taken fourteen years 
to make on Eldorado Creek. 

Flat broke, Charlie Anderson 
landed back in Vancouver in 1907 and 
took a jobinthe old Brunette Sawmill. 
Later, he went to TexadaIsland where 
he worked in the woods and the lime 
quarries and put in the odd season 
fishing. Always, he was going back to 
the Klondike where he was sure he 
would again strike it as rich as he did 
in ‘ninety-seven. 

The sun set for Charles John An- 
derson in 1936, when he died in the 
Powell River Hospital and the memory 
of this colorful and respected pioneer 
citizen, like the afterglow of the sun- 
set, lingers on in the tradition of the 
B.C.Coast. In the words of the log- 
ger’s minister, the Reverend George 
C.F. Pringle, I quote: 


‘‘He was always industrious, al- 
ways cheerful; his habits such as 
would make me, with a clear con- 
science, recommend him for an elder - 
ship in one of our churches. 
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Part twelve of the heretofore unpublished work 


CHAPTER 38 
The Peculiar People. 


CREAM AFTER scream cut the 

midnight air. Heart rending; ter- 
rible. Then silence. Half an hour 
later, another scream, _ stifled, 
muffled. 

Iwas on the second floor of the old 
St. Alice Hotel, Harrison Hot Springs, 
B.C. As there was no commotion 
anywhere, not even the opening or 
closing of a door or window, I de- 
cided to postpone enquiry until the 
morning. 

A fitful night’s rest came to an 


by Eunice M. L. Harrison 


Striking out in another direction 


we saw a deserted cabin on a small 
treed island. About to examine it, 
we were driven off by a very fierce 
Eskimo husky dog which appeared the 
sole inhabitant. 


When we returned to the hotel, we 


were ready for a hearty lunch and de- 
termined not to spoil it by the addition 


‘of dish water”’ from the hot springs. 


The waterfall water some of us thought 
much better for health. 


Atlunch, the screams of the pre- 


end when “‘Hot-oughter’’‘‘Hot-oughter’’ vious night returned to my mind. 


was sung by a Chinese house boy as he 
shuffled along the halls, proffering a 
large jug of hot water at every door, 
evidently the customary way of supply- 
ing it. 

ewe had arrived that night on the 
Transcontinental; had stopped at a 
little station and had been driven by a 
sad rig along a long, dusty road 
flanked by sombre forests. 

Ahead of us lay an old fashioned, 
weather-beaten structure of three or 
so storeys, with a series of wide out- 
side stairways which joined the broad 
verandahs of each floor until the 
ground was reached. 

The quaint old place has long since 
been destroyed by fire. 

After breakfast, we sought the hot 
springs. They advertised themselves 
by a strong odor of rotten eggs. Ar- 
rived at several hand pumps we readily 
brought up sulphur smelling water, 
boiling hot. 

Hot, warmor cold it was disgust- 
ing and was made no better by fancy 
glass mugs bearing an indelible pic- 
ture of the St. Alice Hotel, the forest 
lake and a boat. One of the souvenir 
glass mugs is before me at the moment. 

As we were not there for inval- 
idism, we were soon boating on the 
extensive lake. It was larger than 
Shawnigan Lake on Vancouver Island 
and surrounded by a much more 
primitive wilderness of forest. 

After a short row, we came toa 
beautiful, high waterfall, roaring icy 
white foam and clear green waters 
downtothe lake. Landing as close as 
we could, we quaffed many a glass of 
marvellously cold, clear water. 


I touched the bell and called the 
manager. 

He listened to my statement with 
asadexpression. Thenina low voice: 
““You willnotice, madam, at the table 
by the last window as you leave the 
dining room, a lady and youth about 
fifteen. They are mother and son. He 
has hip and bone trouble of some kind 
and wears a leg iron. He screams al- 
most every night. It cannot be helped. 
Wehope, madam, that you will make 
allowances and overlook the unpleas- 
ant sound now that you know the cause. ”’ 

We were, of course, full of sym- 
pathy for the nice looking boy and his 
kind, patient mother. Later, I met 
her and her son on one of the veran- 
dahs. She took me aside and explained 
his unhappy plight. For years he had 
had hip trouble; his leg was in an iron 
by day and had to be stretched - no 
matter how great the pain, On a rack 
with heavy weight at night. He had in 
this way suffered terribly for years 
andthe long strain had so depleted his 
nervous energy that he was at the St. 
Alice to obtain what rest, and recruit 
what strength, he could from the hot 
springs. 

He was still there, with his good- 
natured, brave smile, when our stay 
came to an end. Many a time I won- 
dered how he could survive pain that 
forced such agonized cries from his 
unwilling lips: “‘Itis expensive, too, ’’ 
his mother said, ‘‘and interferes with 
his education. We have one of the best 
doctors in B.C.’’ I recognized the 
physician’s name. A high priced spec- 
ialist, now dead, whom people came 
to consult from as far off as San Fran- 


NORTHWEST DIGEST - February, 1953 


cisco. I had had some experience of 
his undoubted skill. 

Whenever Harrison Hot Springs 
was mentioned in later years, a pic- 
ture of that boy and his mother came 
intomy mind. I wondered sometimes 
what had become of him. 

Then one day I accidently met his 
mother inthe city. She recognized me 
at once and came up. 

“T am so sorry your stay at the 
lake must have been spoiled by those 
terrible cries. My son is perfectly 
wellnow. After much suffering I took 
him to an osteopath or chiropractor. 
He told me there were misplaced 
bones and that the treatment for which 
we were both paying so dearly, was 
quite unnecessary; in fact worse than 
useless. ”’ 

“Do you mean to tell me,’’ I ex- 
claimed, ‘‘that those years of agoniz- 
ing, cruel suffering were quite un- 
necessary ?”’ 

“‘Absolutely. A few adjustments by 
the bone practitioner, completely 
curedthe trouble. The medical spec- 
ialist’s treatment was wrongly based 
and simply piled agony upon agony, 
causing more harm than good, in fact 
doing only harm. ’’ 

This was astonishing. I knew the 
M.D. was an Al surgeon. But here 
was a Specialist of another sort: 

Poor boy; poor mother. Both suf- 
fered expensive tortures for nothing. 


It was near Harrison Hot Springs 
that I first heard the strange tale of 
the 7 or 8 foot hairy giants that are 
supposed to live in the mountainous 
wilderness in the hinterland. Indians 
claim to have seen them. They are 
said to be an ancient race that has 
lived in seclusion there, from some 
very remote period. Many Indians 
claim either to have seen them or 
their gigantic footprints. 

Travellers in Asia tell a some- 
what similar story of the lower reach- 
es of the Himalayas where one ex- 
plorer says he stumbled upon a wild 
dance held by grim furry giants whom 
explorers have dubbed the ‘‘abomin- 
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Food For Thought 


By PAGE RIDEOUT 


The Alaska Boundary 
Dispute 


MR. GEORGE MURRAY, M. P. for 
Cariboo, must have his geography and 
history mixed when in his reference 
tothe late Sir Allen Aylesworth, Mr. 
Murray says, ‘‘Whenthe English dip- 
lomat gave the Alaskan Panhandle to 
”’? thus he refers tothe 
Canadian people being sold down the 
the river, whereas the title of the 
Panhandle never was in dispute, for 
when Great Britain conceded Alaska 
to the Emporer of Russia by the 
Treaty of 1825, the Panhandle was 
part and parcel of that deal, but the 
boundary line that distinguished the 
Panhandle from what is now British 
Columbia and the Yukon was the sub- 
ject of numerous disputes. The main 
trouble arose when the stampede 
started for the new-found gold fields 
in the Yukon after 1896... thousands 
of fortune seekers were obliged to 
cross the Panhandle on a few-miles- 
wide corridor between Skagway and 
the summit at White Pass. Thus the 
merchants of Washington and Oregon 
seized on the chance of cashing in on 
this new trade. Therefore, when a 
party who procured his outfit inSeattle 
stepped off the boat at Skagway, and 
showed the Custom’s Officer an in- 
voice from a Seattle merchant he was 
at liberty to hit the trail and keep on 
going. While the party who procured 
his supplies at Vancouver or Victoria 
touched this bit of U.S. soil he was 
obliged to open up his luggage for 
Custom’s inspection, then he was 
obliged to pay the duty in full just as 
if he was crossing the boundary from 
Canada into any State in the Union, or 
he could be escorted across this U.S. 
corridor by a staffofU.S. officers so 
he could not dispose of his goods and 
chattels in the brush of this strip of 
U.S. soil for which he was obliged to 
pay $6.00 per head per day and ex- 
penses for his escort until they re- 
turned to their home base. 

Allofthis, of course, called for a 
quick settlement by our people, and 
we asked for an arbitration by a tri- 
bunal and an empire. But the only 
matter the Americans would consider 
was a judicial commission made up of 
three members from each side, thus 
President Roosevelt appointed Elihu 
Root, the U. 8. Secretary of War; Sen- 
ator George Turner of the State of 
Washington; and Senator Lodge, and 
every one of them were ready from 
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the start to back a U.S. army to es- 
tablish the boundary wherever Pres- 
ident Roosevelt ordered it. 

The Britishmembers of the Com- 
mission were Lord Alberstone, Lord 
Chief Justice of England; Sir Louis A. 
Jitte, Lieut. Governor of Quebec; and 
A. R. Aylesworth, Constitution Lawyer 
of Hamilton. 

While this judicial commission was 
going on withtheir mock trial the fol- 
lowing is but a sample of the orders 
that President Roosevelt was issuing 
to his subordinates:- ‘‘The Canadian 
has no case, and the alternative was 
to have a commission and give a 
chance of an agreement by the com- 
mission’s findings against Canada, or 
to run the boundary line on his own 
hook as he would do if the commission 
failed, but if there is a disagreement 


I want it clearly understood that there 
will be no arbitration, but in my mes- 
sage to congressI shall take authority 
from Congress to run the line as we 
claim it by our people without further 
regard for England or Canada. ’’ 

The foregoing is but a smaple of 
President Roosevelt’s correspon- 
dence that was allowed to come to 
Lord Alvirston’s notice, thus he ap- 
parently became afraid of the U.S. 
Commissioners, and so much so that 
when it came to a final vote his lord- 
ship voted with the U.S. Commis- 
sioners, thus the issue was decided 
the way President Roosevelt intended 
it shouldbe, while the Canadian Com- 
missioners refused to sign the reward. 

The consideration that this bit o1 
ancient history brings to mind, while 
allthese' millions and billions of Am- 
erican capital is being pumped into 
our Canadian resources all the way 
from the Labrador toa the Pacific coast 
and especially here in B.C., that 
should a no. 2 Teddy Roosevelt take 
up residence at the White House at 
Washington and start digging up trou- 
ble spots such as Teddy no. 1 was so 
prone to find that Teddy no. 2 would be 
demanding a quit-claim deed to 
British Columbia, and proving his 
equity in the property to back his 
claims. 


Representation for U.S. Investors - at Ottawa 


The foregoing very forcibly brings 
tomind a conversation I enjoyed with 
a gentleman from Washington State 
while we were staying at a hotel in 
Juneau, Alaska. This gentleman seem- 
ed to be interested in every paper, 
lumber and smelter plant on the Pac- 
ific coast. He could give the history 
and standing of any one of them one 
may mention, but his long suit while 
in conversation was the organization 
of U.S. investersinCanada. This or- 


ganization would be open to any U.S. 
citizen who had a U.S. dollar in- 
vested in Canada. They would set up 
their Council Chamber at Ottawa and 
elect their members to that Council. 
Here he took great pains to advise me 
that Alaska elected a man to go to 
Washington, while that man had no 
powers, he had no vote nor could he 
sitonCommittees, yet he was a very 
useful cog in the Alaska Government 
gears. 


U. S. Investments in Canada Crowding $10 Billions 


While perusing Hansard of May 
21st,1950, I learned that there were 
2,224 U.S.A. branch plants doing 
businessinCanada, and it is claimed 
that there is between seven and eight 
billion: good American Dollars in- 
vestedinthose plants. Then consider 
the mind of those one or two million 
employees mingling with the run of 
mind of our own people, it would 
surely lead us to believe that when 
that council spoke from our Parlia- 
ment Hill their voice would be heard 
inmuch greater volume than the lone 
member from Alaska would be heard 
in Washington. 

This in turn brings to mind the 
fact that I spent the winter of 1919 
and 1920 in the oil fields of Texas, 
and although I very regularly bought 
a large daily paper yet I saw the word 


“Canada” only once. 

Owing to the shortage of newsprint 
the Canadian Government had placed 
an embargo on newsprint shipments, 
anda Minneapolis paper firm who had 
a branch plant somewhere around 
Rainy River, Ontario, was asking 
Washington to take the matter up with 
the BritishGovernment, and have the 
Ottawa Government mind their own 
business, and allow them (the paper 
company) to bring their paper home. 
Of course, this matter ended there, 
but would it have ended there if this 
U.S. Investors Council had beenin 
session on our Parliament Hill and 
given it further consideration. At 
least some of us can recall what 
happened in South Africa when Paul 
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able snow men. ’’ 

It has occurredto me that perhaps 
the observer had unwittingly run into 
some species of witch dance, during 
which the circling figures act queer 
creatures to the life, having first 
donned complete disguises. That he 
may have mistaken disguised natives 
for hairy giants. 

At least that mistake could easily 
have been made in B.C. at one time. 
Anyone suddenly coming out of aforest 
and sighting certain dances in which 
the natives personate gods and devils, 
in complete, monstrous disguise, 
would swear he saw the most extra- 
ordinary creatures dancing about, not 
human at all. 

And the Indians, in the most weird 
make-up, of which museums have 
specimens and photographs, with 
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carefully sustained character during 
the long ‘‘dance’’ would give no inkling 
of being what they really were: simply 
natives dressed up as gods or demons. 

That might be anatural explanation 
of the strange stories of the ‘‘abomin- 
able snow men. ’’ 

So the natural explanation of the 
huge hairy men of some of the moun- 
tainous wilds of B.C. is that natives 
mistook some exceptionally large 
specimens of grizzlies for gigantic 
men completely covered with fur. Now 
and then this type of bear does attain 
gigantic size and at times they stand 
upright and walk a bit like a man. 

Against that easy explanation, is 
that the huge footprints are positively 
not of bears, they say, and it must be 
admitted that Indians ought to know 
footprints. 

The legend persists to this day, 
despite the fact that a magazine article 
ayear or two ago, (1906) giving some 
pretty goodtestimony, met with much 
criticism. 

Recently I have been dipping into 
an exhaustive scientific report of B.C. 
Indian legends painstakingly made on 
the spot, a few years ago, by, I think, 
scientists sent out from the Smithson- 
ian Institute. 

It had aroused my interest to try 
my hand at drawing some extraordin- 
ary legend from an old Indian, living 
nearby, whom I have known many 
years. 

So I called in at the eagle nest 
where ‘‘Jeannie’’ sat working on a 
half-woven basket. She was smoking 
a clay pipe upside down and looking 
muchas she did well nigh sixty years 
ago, when I saw her with her baskets 
in mother’s garden. 

She was very glad to see me, the 
more so as a smart raven had awk- 
wardly hopped from one branch to a 
closer one of a nearby tree as I ap- 
proached. Andthat was, to ‘‘Jeannie’’ 
a good omen. 

After personal greetings and an 
exchange of family news, I diverted 
her to the subject of Indian legends. 
Soon I would have been quite over- 
whelmed with the lore of pure nat- 
uralism -the bird and animal myths 
or Superstitions - attributing to them 
almost human intelligence and speech. 
Igot her off that, after an effort, and 
said: ‘‘Yes, ‘Jeannie’ I know all that 
What I want to know is something very 
strange. Something different. ’’ 

She cocked her eye at me ina 
whimsical way:‘‘Since white man come 
there is none. Him and the news- 
papers, they know all.’’ She said it in 
her pretty good, but very slow Eng- 
lish. Perhaps there was a trace of 
irony in her last remark. 

““But you know me, ‘Jeannie,’ ’’I 
urged. ‘‘I am not the kind of white 
person to laugh. Tell me something 
very, very Strange andverytrue - not 
just a story for papooses.’’ She would 


L953 


not have taken that last from any other 
white. 

‘‘Jeannie’’ re-filled her pipe with 
some tobacco I brought forward at 
this point, having come, of course, 
with various little gifts. 

Reassured. ‘‘Well, I think it very 
strange about those ‘Peculiar People,’ 
she said slowly, as she lit her pipe 
with a small coal which she took from 
a brazier with a pair of tongs. 

“‘Peculiar People?’’ I queried. 

‘“‘Yes. That is what the Indian call 
‘im. They were given no other name 
by the Indian. They came before the 


King George men. ’’ 
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_arage 
some Uil Ficaucts 


Clinton Cold Storage 
FRISH ME\TS and POULTRY 

HUN SERS Write, wire or phone - or just 

ship Sour game to us via truck, and pick it up 
mn your way home - in perfect condition. 


CLINTON BODY SHOP game, 


Next Door to Clintor Motors 
Complete Collision Repairs 
Estimates Free 
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Ladies and Childrens Ready-To-Wear . 
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CLINTON, B.C. 


CLINTON SAWMILLS LTD. 


Manufacturers of Fir & Ponderosa Pine Lumber 


S-4-S or Rough 
CLINTON,S&C - Head Office: 2191 W. 10th., Vancouver, B.C. 


NORTH of CLINTON 


100 MILE GARAGE 
NEW * MODERN * FULLY EQUIPPED 
““GOODYEAR"' Tires & Tubes 


100 MILE, B.C. “imperial” Products GOODFYEAR 


CARIBOO FOREST PRODUCTS LTD. 


Dealing in Douglas Fir 
Western White Spruce & Lodqepole Pine 


FOR DOMINION & EXPORT MARKETS 
LONE BUTTE, &C. 


150 MILE HOTEL 


Your Best Place To Stop En Route To 
QUESNEL and HORSEFLY LAKE 
Hunting & Fishing Camps 
Fully Licensed - Good Meals & Rooms 


150 MIL 
% Gas % Souvenirs 
% Cabins % Information 
WILLIAMS LAKE, B.C. 


MAPLE LEAF HOTEL x 
Fully Licensed 


(B.J. ‘‘Benny’’ Abbott) 


J =| us 
E STOR 


HODGSON BROTHERS 


Chilcotin Mail, Preah ly 
& Passenger Service : 

Williams Lake. - Anahim Lake 
Head Office: WILLIAMS LAKE, 


Head Office: 


WILLIAMS LAKE, 


PHONE 25 - WILLIAMS LAKE,BC. 


LIGNUM LIMITED 


LUMBER MANUFACTURERS ‘ 
Rough and Dressed Fir and Spruce Lumber 


717 West Pender St. ve 
VANCOUVER, B.C. i ee 


‘<You mean Spaniards. ’’ I said. 

‘‘No, no,’’ she commented with 
disgust. ‘‘Not Spaniard; not Frenchie; 
not Boston-men; not any of them sort 
at all. ”’ 

‘“‘These Peculiar People had 
strange power. You know those rocks 
at...’’ andshe named various places 
along the coast of Vancouver Island 
and elsewhere. “Well, they did magic 
with those stones and at those places. ’’ 
But she could not make it very clear. 
‘*They didnot die like we Indians die. 
No, they were quite different. ‘The 
Peculiar People,’ that is what we 
called them. ”’ 

‘Oh, ,’’ I said, ‘‘you mean spirits 
of dead people?’’ 

‘‘No, no!’’ she answered. ‘‘Not 
spirits at all. They were men, I have 
said. But not the white mankind. They 
had much strange, strong power. The 
Indians were afraidof them. They did 
not mix withthe Indian. They lived by 
themselves. We didnot trouble them. 
We fearedto. They didnot trouble us. 
Sometimes they helped us in trouble. 
But they did not mix. But we saw them 
quite often. Yes, it is true. ’’ 

‘‘That was long ago ‘Jeannie?’ ’ 
‘‘Yes, very long ago. Mother’s mother 
tell me when I was a girl. She saw 
them; her people saw them when they 
come by canoe at ---’’ ‘‘You know 
place?’’ ‘‘Those 
had gone before or just before the 
white man came. ’’ 

‘‘Died, I suppose, ’’ I hazarded. 

She runted in 
‘‘They not die. They go far back, 
Wake-Si-Ah’’ and she waved her hand 
to indicate the far distance. (Could it 
be to the taboo land back of the village 
of Kispiox, ‘‘the village of the people 
who hid?’’ I wondered) 

‘That is all I can tell you. I think 
it is much. Some day the white man 
who knows all and laughs at Indians, 
will know that it is true. The Indians 
feared‘The Peculiar People’ but they 
not hurt Indians. They had power with 
the rocks and the waterfalls. They 
were real people, ‘‘The Peculiar 
People. ’’ 

‘It is not toofar back,’’ she added 
asI roseto go to look about the place. 
‘‘Some day the white man will know it 
is true. The Indian not lie about the 
‘Peculiar People.’’”’ . 

That is all old ‘‘Jeannie’’ could 
tell. On that trip anyway. Enough is 
enough. The Indian is not garrulous 
anditis hard to get him to talk. Hard 
to get him to trust you, because they 
have long disliked the white man’s 
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‘Peculiar People’ 


some disgust. 


? 


laugh about their many curious stor- 
ies. When the Indian does talk, it is 
not very much at any one time. I knew 
a eannie’’ wouldtell me no more that 
rip. 

Certainly the routine ritwal of the 
Ojibway in the various degrees of the 
Midiwiwin secret societies (of which 
several are known to still exist in B. C.) 
used stones. 

Quoting the gist of a scientist’s 
letter who says he has visited the 
place four times, he tells of the dis- 
covery of a vast initiation ground laid 
out by the meeting of rivers. 

The first group of boulders repre- 
sents a snake 9 feet long facing a tor- 
toise 5 feet long. They lie onflat gran- 
ite glacial rock. No flaking or chip- 
ping but the heads of each are ex- 
tremely realistic. Surrounding them 
is a circle probably asnake or several 
snakes about 300 feet in length. 

Four miles further on, in evident 
relation, is another snake 32 feet long 
curving up the river into the woods 
behind, the head pointing as though 
guarding the trail. 

Another granite outcrop about 40 
acres in area, is nearly a mile from 
the first set. It covers about eight and 
a half acres and is apparently the 
ceremonial site itself, laid out in 
interesting courts connected with 
rows of boulders. 

A fourth set of stones seems to be 
a map of the country. There are 
pointers giving direction to a series 
of lakes, witha roughcross indicating 
the points of the compass. 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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"We brought him in for a consultation, " 
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Deep in the 


<= interesting incidents occur to our pio- 


backwoods many odd ; 


neering folk. Some of them will be re- 
lated under the above title each month 
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By N.R. CAMPBELL 


LITTLE DID I DREAM OF the 
trouble that was in store for me the 
day that I set the trap at the edge of 
the beaver dam. I had found that by 
lengthening the chain on the trap with 
a piece of wire, fastening the other 
endtoa pole onthe shore, then weigh- 
ting the trap with a fair sized stone, 
the beaver would quickly drown. He 
was sure to plunge into the water and 
swim the length of the chain. The stone 
onthe trap prevented his rising to the 
surface for air. 

Everything had gone just as I had 
planned, -- all except one little thing. 
The beaver had sprung the trap and 
then dived into the water taking the 
trap with him but in his death struggle 
he had succeeded in winding the chain 
and wire around an old root in the 
bottom of the lake. Ordinarily it was 
a simple matter to pull in the wire, 
trap and beaver, but no amount of 
pulling would dislodge that chain from 
the knarledroot. Perhaps a long pole 
would do the trick. However, after 
many vain attempts, I knew it was a 
waste of time to continue probing. 
There was just one way to get that 
trap and beaver, -- go down there 
after them. 

The main body of ice had not yet 
gone out of the lake but the warm 


FOOD FOR THOUGHT 
continued from page 8 


Couger failed to legislate to suit the 
British investor of his day, and I am 
thinking there is more U.S. capital 
planted in Canadathan all the coin the 
many many nations have planted in 
all Africa. 


* Editor's Note: More recent was the demand in 195] 
of U.S, consumers of Canadian newsprint that Wash- 
ington bring pressure to bear on Ottawa in order to force 
Canadian manufacturers to lower their prices - it being 
their contention that high newsprint costs were responsible 
for the failure of scores of newspapers throughout the 
U,S, The recommended "pressure" was to be increased 
prices on,or outright denial of, U.S. sulphur to Cana- 
ian consumers who didnot toe the line (Canadian manu- 
facturers of newsprint being almost wholly dependent 
on U.S. sources), The plan failed, andthe threat re- 
sulted in the construction ofa plant in southern Alberta 
which is extracting sulphur from natural gas - making 
Canada less dependent on U.S. sources. 


April sun had melted it along the north 
shore and in sunny coves. It was in 
one of these coves that I had found 
open water close to the beaver dam. 
Reluctantly Iremoved my warm wind- 
breaker, my shirt and pants and shoes, 
and yes, my underwear must come 
too. I paused for a moment at the 
edge of the water to muster up my 
courage and then plunged in. It was 
no easy task to untangle that chain. 
The cold paralyzed my fingers so that 
they seemed to be all thumbs. I had 
to come up repeatedly for air. My 
body was becoming numb with cold and 
it seemed as ifI would have to give up 
when I felt the chain give a little. With 
another twist anda violent tug it slip- 
ped off the projecting snag. I lost no 
time getting to shore dragging the trap 
and beaver after me. 

Nan laughed over my predicament, 
but a sixty dollar beaver, -- well, I’d 
be willing to take another icy bath for 
that amount. 


ON ‘SMOKERS’ 


Bad men would like their women 

To be like cigarettes .. . 

All waiting in a row, slender and slim 

‘To be selected, enjoyed 

And when finished with, just tossed aside. 
* * * 

More fastidious men prefer women 

To be like cigars .. « 

‘These are more exclusive, 

They last longer, 

And when the brand is good 

They don't throw them away. 


* . * 
But nice men treat their wives like PIPES. 
The older they get, the more attached 


To them they become, 

And when the flame is out, 

‘They may knock them, gently but lovingly, but 
‘They treasure them to the end. 


GPE STE 


RG SE WS 


NORTHWEST DIGEST - February, 1953 


BRIDGE SERVICE LTD. 


THE BIGGEST STOCK OF "AUSTIN" PARTS 
IN THE CARIBOO 


Open Every Night Till MIDNIGHT 
and All Day Sunday 


TRAVELLER‘S REST 


Comfortable - Quiet - Reasonable Rates 


QUESNEL'S OLDEST ESTABLISHED STOPPING PLACE 


PIONEER GRILL sa* 


(Charlie Buckle) 
Specializing In FISH 6 CHIPS 6 OYSTERS 
Short Orders and Orders To Take Out 


S. N. WILLIAM & CO. 


A COMPLETE LINE 
OF GROCERIES, FRUITS, VEGETABLES 


- Clothiers For The Whole Family - 


GAGE ELECTRIC 


Electrical, Refrigeration & Radio woud 
SALES & SERVICE 

Household, Commercial & Industrial Wiring 

PHONE 49-R-~4 QUESNEL, B.C. 


DEW DROP INN 


TASTY MEALS & LIGHT LUNCHES ~ 
Confectionery - Soft Drinks - Tobaccos 3 
OPEN 24 HOURS 


WEST SIDE a hlbdea 
& HEATING 


EVERYTHING IN HOME & 
COMMERCIAL PLUMBING 
& HEATING 


“LENNOX” Warm Air Heat Systems 


PIERCE GARA GE 
24 HOUR B-A GAS SERVICE 


Complete Automotive Service 
International Trucks & Service 


Riverview Recreations 


TOBACCOS — CONFECTIONERY 
Barber Shop, Billiards, Snooker 
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QUESNEL, B.C. 


McLEOD RIVER - STORAGE 


Cc 


Local and Long Distance Hauling 
Furniture Crated and Stored 
SHIPPED ANYWHERE IN b.C. 


SMITH TRANSFER 


PHONE 16-R-3 QUESNEL, B.C. BOX 108 


Eucrythiny ia Sheet Metal 
PROPANE GAS 
& APPLIANCES 


Box 1467 - Quesnel, B.C 


NORTHERN DAIRIES LTD 


QUESNEL, PRINCE GEORGE, WILLIAMS LAKE 
Pasteurized Milk & Cream 
Manufacturers of “Cariboo’’ Ice Cream E 
Distributors of DELNOR Frozen Foods 
ARCTIC Ice Cream Bricks, Revel, etc. & 

FRASER VALLEY Cottage Cheese. 


—— 


ELLIOTT‘S Coffee Bar 


- HOME COOKED MEALS - 
LUNCHES - CONFECTIONERY - SOFT DRINKS 


Front Street Quesnel, B,C, 


GO...in the Snow 
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USED FOR 
@® AMBULANCE 
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@® FISHING 
| DUSTRIAL 


NGINES (Alberta) Ltd. 62475 
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SNOWMOBILE 


@® DOCTORS INFORMATION 


HANGAR 16, MUNICIPAL AIRPORT 
EDMONTON, ALBERTA 


THE MORNING AFTER 


(Wife speaking) 


Good morning my bright international mate, 

My outstanding genius in problems of state, 

I trust all is clear in that wonderful mind 

Which last night remodeled the whole of mankind. 
Your handling of Russia, the Ruhr, Palestine, 

And China and Greece, it was masterfully fine. 
You're sure to be named as the ‘Man of the Year”, 
Here's four or five aspirins—swallow them, dear. 


Awake my fine songster! It’s well on towards noon, 
All morning I've waited, just hoping you'd croon 

A measure from “Chloe” or “Deep Rolling Sea”, 
Which last night you sang until half after three. 
You wakened the neighbors, you tripped on the mat 
And one of your props was your hostess’s hat. 

I'm sure she will want you again for tonight, 

The life of the party whenever you're tight 


Arise my sweet prince, but be careful don’t skid, 

Arise and consider the things that you did 

The uprooted garden, the splintered garage, 

It sounded just like an old-fashioned barrage. 

Go see your hostess—and carry a cheque, 

I think if you sign it just “Pain in the Neck”, 

The Bank will O.K. it—it- would have to be you, 

The clown that went berserk “twixt dawn and the 
dew” 


So drink up that seltzer, you chattering drone; 

It's said to be good for a splintering dome. 

| wish | were Sandow; how far would | throw you; 

For the next thirty days please pretend | don't 
know you, 

My juvenile jackass, my dim-witted duffer, 

You say you feel awful?—Well, goddamit, suffer. 


* KOK OK OK OK OK 
Some women would be quite spick, if they had less span. 
* KK KK OK *K 


An argument is two people trying to get the last word first. 
KOK OK OK OK OK 


POSTAL SERVICE 
WINTER BUSES 
PROSPECTORS 
PUBLIC UTILITIES 
SCHOOL BUSES 
SPORTS 

FOREST INDUSTRIES 
RESCUE WORK 
TRANSPORTATION 
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A soldier stationed in Japan was noted for 
his loyalty to his girl friend back in the 
States. Then one day he received a “Dear 
John” letter telling him that she was going 
to marry a 4-F and would he please re- 
turn her picture. He was so downcast by 
this treachery that his buddies rallied to 
avenge their pal. A collection of photos, 
snap shots and pin-up girls was made from 
every fellow on the base. They were then 
packed into a huge crate and shipped to 
the fickle wench. 

Upon opening the crate she found a note 
reading: “Please pick out your picture 
and return the rest to me. This is a little 
embarrassing but I don't remember which 
one is yours,” 


KOK OK OK OR OK Ok 
Marriage must be like good mustard 
Men praise it with tears in their eyes 
BiG Mak a Oe ake akc 
Optimism: A cheerful frame of mind that enables a 
teakettle to sing though in hot water up to its nose, 
OR OK OK OK Ok OR 


Home: A place where man can say anything he pleases 


because no one pays any attention to him, anyway. 
* OK OK OK OK OK Ok 


Ore cold snowy morning an old man 
was seen, dressed in his nightgown, vigor- 
ously chopping kindling. His neighbor. 
amazed at the brevity of the old man’s 
clothing in such severe weather asked, 
“How come?” 

The old man never missed a lick with 
the axe as he replied: “For the last 70 
years I've dressed by a fire every morn- 
ing, and I'll be dad-gummed if I’m 
gonna stop now!” 


* KK OK KK OK 


Everyone needs advice - but few can take it. 
* KK KK OK OK 


Thinking is a lonesome job, it's every man for himself 
* OK KK KK *K 


A man was passing a neighborhood store 
and heard such a terrific racket he decided 
to investigate. He found no one in the 
place but the proprietor. “Whom were 
you arguing with in here?” he asked. 
“You're all alone.” 
“I get bored,” explained the proprietor, 
“So I talk to myself.” 
“Well,” the man reasoned, “if you talk to 
yourself why do you have to argue?” 
“Because,” the owner retorted, “I can’t 
stand a liar.” 

Sage ae ee i 
It is estimated that for a $20,000 execu- 
tive, the time cost of reading an ordinary 
book would be $60. Better read a book 
while you are poor enough to afford it. 


Seah BS RS ES ES ee 


The worst trouble with the future, is that it gets here 
quicker than it used to, 
* KKK KK K 


Professor Zotz was a sworn enemy of 
coeducation. “It's impossible,” he told a 
group of friends, “to teach a young man 
mathematics if there’s a girl in the class.” 

“Come now, professor,” someone ob- 
jected, “surely there must be an excep- 
tion to that.” 

“There might be,” snapped Zotz, “but 
he wouldn't be worth teaching!” 


DEFIANCE LUMBER 
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LUMBER MANUFACTURERS 
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“Never mind about my future . . 


US 1 YOUVE HEARD 
GF HESE BEFORE 


When it comes to spreading news, the female is faster 


than the mail, 


* * KK KK K 


Success is getting what you want, Happiness is wanting 


what you get, 


OK OK OK OK Ok OK 


A Swede and a Finn went into a bar 
early one evening and started drinking 
furiously. 

Not a word was spoken as they guzzled 
drink after drink. 

At 3 a.m. the Swede lifted his glass above 
his head and said, “Skol.” 

“Say,” thundered the Finn, “did we come 
here to talk or to drink.” 


* * KK kK * 


A winner never quits - and a quitter never wins, 
* Ke KK * 


“Where did you get the money?” 
“I borrowed it from Al.” 

“I thought he was rather tight.” 
“He was.” 


* OK OK OK OK ROK 


The minister had been asked to present 
the prizes to the winners of the local dog 
show, but when he got there he was out- 
raged at the dress of some of the girls. 

“Just look at that young person there 
with the cigarette, close-cut hair, and 
bregches,” he cried to a bystander. “Is 
it a boy or a girl?” 

“It's a girl,” replied the other. . “She's 
my daughter.” 

“Oh, forgive me, sir,” apologized the 


preacher. “| never dreamed you were 
her father.” 

“I’m not,” was the reply, “I’m her 
mother.” 


so 


. just tell 
me all about HIS past!” 


* * * 


Stranger: “| suppose that in an isolat- 
ed place like this it’s hard to get even 
the bare necessities of life.” 

Host: “Mighty right, stranger. And 
when you do git it, ‘tain't hardly fit to 
drink!” 

* * * 


At 2:30 in the morning, the hotel night 
clerk answered the phone and a voice 
said: “Shay, what time does the bar 
open?” 

The clerk replied: “Eleven a.m.” 

A little later the same voice was on 
the phone asking the same question, and 
this was repeated several times, the voice 
hecoming increasing thick each time. 
Finally the clerk, exasperated, said: “It 
sounds like you've had enough already. 
Why don’t you go to bed and stop 
worrying about what time the bar 


opens?” 
Following a hiccough, the voice re- 
plied: “I will—if you'll come down and 


open this darned bar sho I can get out!” 


UN-FRozeEN Fooos 


Way up in Alaska, within the 
Arctic Circle, one 70-year-old 
gardener has found how to get his 
full quota of home-grown vege- 
table vitamins. He works garden- 
ing wonders by “trapping” the 
brief summer sun with reflecting 
aluminum foil barriers, set up 
behind his vegetables. 

This Arctic application takes a 
leaf out of the book of modern 
builders and others who make use 
of aluminum’s remarkable re- 
flecting and insulating properties. 
Demand for Canadian aluminum 
in foil, sheet, rod, tube and other 
forms today totals one billion 
pounds a year. When Alcan com- 
pletes its present expansion pro- 
grams, supply will be further in- 
creased. Aluminum Company of 
Canada, Ltd. (Alcan). 
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Cariboo Hotel 


IVOR & BILLIE MacGREGOR 


QUESNEL, B.C. 


FRASER VIEW SERVICE 


- Complete Automotive Service - 
B-A OIL PRODUCTS 
Corner of Front Street and Barlow Avenue 


& HEATING Co. 


LIMITED 


Matheson & Hamel 
BUILDING CONTRACTORS 
FORMERLY PUNT & PENTHAM 
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te REPAIRS , Sa 
ESTIMATES UPON REQUEST 


Winder Realty & ES 
a> 
Insurance Agenciess “un 


CATTLE RANCHES, FARMS, DAIRIES, HUNTING 
LODGES, HOTELS, HOMES and BUSINESS 


OPPORTUNITIES 
QUESNEL BRITISH COLUMBIA 
HEART OF THE CARIBOO GAME COUNTRY 


Small Lathe Work and Precision 
Repairs to Generators, Magnetos 
Starters, Lighting, Pumping and 
Refrigeration Plants, Small Mo- 
tors and Electrical Equipment, 


LIGHTING, PUMPING & REFRIGERATION SALES 


Anderson Precision Repairs 


J, ANDERSON QUESNEL,B, C. 
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FORTY SQUEALING SWINE 
continued from page 5 


burst out spokes by the dozen, and 
finally wrenched off the wheels them- 
selves and left the craft absolutely 
crippled. 

‘‘Ah, well, ’’sighs Mac. “‘In addition 
to losing those paddle wheels, we’d 
runout of gas for the tractor engine, 
and we’d run out of tea for our meals 
and flour for our bannocks. We were 
licked, unconditionally and com- 
pletely. So we headed for home. ”’ 

First, however, they walked a few 
miles through the woods to a lonely 
cabin where a rather eccentric bach- 
elor lived. They wanted him to sell 
them food enough to last the home- 
ward journey. Well, this bachelor 
wasn’t the least interested in money, 
but he was keen on the idea of acquir- 
ing a hog. The cargo owner had to 
sacrifice a second pig in order to 
cement the dicker for food. Then it 
turned out that all the eccentric home 
steader could spare them was a chunk 
of very sour dough bread, a package 
of tea, and half a dozen sealers of 


os F 


what he called Saskatoon jelly. When 
the boys got back to the boat and 
sampled this jelly, it proved to be a 
solidified form of wine. Mac and his 
chum were strict teetotalers, but the 
hog-owner was not. That sombre-eyed 
man became almost jovial over the 
jelly, a mood which lasted all the way 
back to their home port. 


Then the solidified wine was fin- 
ished and so was the hog-owner’s 
good humour. He clamped a leinon 
the scow as security for the two hogs 
used for food. Mac and his chum didn’t 
argue. By this time they loathed the 
sight of the stinking barge, so they 
sold it for enough to pay off the hog- 
owner’s claim and to settle for the 
rent of the one lunged tractor with the 
Wap-wap engine. 


The rest of the summer they stay- 
ed aloofly away from the river trans- 
port business. In fact, they shied off 
anything that looked like an easy way 
to get rich. And even to this day, 
neither of those dominies can look a 
hunk of live pork in the face without 
shuddering. 
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Ain’t dot right?’’ and suddenly cocked 
his ear aloft. 

‘Ju hear aplane?’’he asked. ‘‘Who 
vould it pe?’’ he asked anxiously. 

‘‘Kither Grant coming from White- 
horse, or maybe the Mounties,’’ 
Smithy answered. 

‘“‘Yes,’’ exclaimed Carcajou, 
‘there’s vere I make me a cache 
kvick,’’ and flew for his camp. 

Smithy threw a bunch of green 
boughs on the fire, andcovered it with 
canvas. Whenit was blazing furiously 
he threw snow on the brush, left the 
canvas on, then suddenly pulled it off. 
A black ball of smoke rose skyward. 
The plane was already coming down 
and landed a quarter of a mile away, 
taxied up to the water hole, a mere 
fifty feet from the camp just as Car- 
cajou returned. 

‘‘Hell,’’ he said to Smithy, ‘‘it’s 
a pig twin motored plane, mit the 
Wising Sun on it’s tail. If it’s Yap, 
say nutting about the wadio. Tell em 
ve hadno war news since Christmas. 
Ve might catch us an aeroplane. ’’ 

Smithy nodded in assent and walked 
tothe plane. A littie brown man des- 
cended, grinning, and with out- 
stretched hand, but the trapper’s 
quick eye detected the muzzle of a gun 
sticking through a small port. The 
little Jap greeted him with what was 
meant for an engaging smile. 

““How do you do,’’ he said as he 
walked with Smithy to the camp and 
noted the newly stretched hides hang- 
ing from the racks. ‘‘I see you are 
trappers, ’’ he continued. ‘‘I think you 
do not see many people here. I saw 
your smoke signal and thought you 
might be signailing for help. ’’ 

The Jap’s English was perfect, and 
noting Smithy’s look of surprise, he 
explained, ‘‘You see, I was born at 
Steveston, near the mouth of the 
Fraser River, wentto school at Point 
Grey and belonged to a Mission in Van- 
couver. They sent me to Japan before 
the war broke out. There is no choice 
in Japan. I had to join the army. ”’ 
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‘*Have you any late war news?’’ he 
continued. ‘‘I suppose you have a 
radio. ’’ 

“No, ’’cheerfully lied Smithy. ‘‘We 
have had no war news Since last fall 
when the last plane landed. It looked 
then as if Japan might tangle. Did 
they? Hold on, meet Hans Hansen, 
another trapper, but you didn’t say 
your name. ’’ 

**Oh,’’ the Japanese replied cas- 
ually, ‘‘Iam Captain Takahashi. ’’ He 
called tu the plane in a staccato volley 
of Japanese. Two Japs descended and 
listened intently. 

Turning to Smithy and Carcajou, he 
said, ‘‘Yes, we were forced to go to 
war with the United States, but I am 
so happy now. Peace was declared a 
week ago. We are now on a Goodwill 
tour. We are goingto take on gasoline 
from Watson Lake. They won’t need 
it now. Have you ever been there?’’ 
questioned the little Captain. 
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Smithy answered negatively, but 
Carcajou replied, ‘‘I have. Ve flew 
down de Liard and den ofer de Vatson 
Lake gas cache last fall. ”’ 

He had hidden his 30/30 rifle be- 
hind a big tree on the way to the 
water-hole. Turning to Takahashi, he 


asked, ‘‘Vould ju take maybe some tea, 


a moose steak and some wice?’’ 

“‘Why, yes, ’’ the Captain returned 
‘‘We will be leaving this evening for 
Watson Lake. Do many planes pass 
this way?’’ 

‘*No,’’ repliedSmithy. We are off 
the Air Route. This is the first plane 
Since early fall. ’’ 

The Carcajou went to the meat 
cache, calling to Smithy to help him 
get the meat down. Hurriedly he told 
him, ‘‘Ju take care of the Captain. I 
get me the udder two wight after lunch. 
Yust the minute I say ‘“‘Bill.’’ Vurk 
fast venI make a blaytogo fer water. 
Vill ochsplain later. ”’ 

Smithy cut inch thick steaks, boiled 
some rice and prepared to make tea. 
The little Captain was talkative. The 
other Japs appeared to know no Eng- 
lish, but listened attentively as he al- 
ternated his remarks with a machine- 
gun fire of Japanese for which he ap- 
ologized as he said, ‘‘I have a few 
bottles of Saki in the plane and some 
cigarettes.’’ He gave orders to the 
two Japs and Carcajou almost flinched. 
The two Japs rose and started for the 
plane. Carcajou picked up the water 
bucket and hurried down the same 
trail. 

Reaching the tree where his rifle 
was cached, he turned and said, ‘‘Id’s 
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goin’ to be avay pelow zero to-nide, 

BILL. ’’ He reachedfor his rifle, and 
took a sight on the leading Jap. Both 
were just inthe act of swinging aboard 
the plane. Two shots in rapid succes- 
sion, and both Japs crashed to the 
beatentrail, twitched, and were still. 

Carcajou ran back to the camp. 
The Captain was giving Smith plenty 
to do. Smithy was holding the Cap- 
tain’s hands, in one of which was clut- 
ched an automatic. Carcajou cracked 
the captain with the gun barrel and he 
went out. 

“‘Schtant clear, Schmidy, ’’advised 
Carcajou, ‘‘yust so vel be ‘‘wooth- 
less. * 

‘“‘No you don’t,’’ shouted Smithy. 
“I want him for a prisoner. His evi- 
dence may be useful, if he will give 
at; 

“Ach, if dat’s so, jucanhaf him, ’’ 
sneered the Carcajou. ‘‘Mine aind’t 
todroubles mit me. Vell, led’s trice 
‘im up, und remember dem Yaps is 
schlippery. Ididn’t haf time totell you 
dat I vas tree monts in de calaboose 
at Hakodate, vere I learnt to sling a 
little of der bat und understand most 
of it. Dey was leafin’ to-nide to plow 
up der Vatson Lake gasoline cache, 
but planned it to bump ju und me off 
first. Dis guy vas to take care of ju. 
De udder two vas to get me. Dis cap- 
tain give dem de word ven dey vent 
for de saki, und wushed my plans a 
leedle. Now, ju schtill vant jur pris- 
oner? Better ju let me make him 
easier to watch. I’m ‘woothless’ yust 
like dat Jankee Yeneral said. ’’ 

“Shut up, ’’ said Smithy. ‘‘I’ve got 
his hands clove hitched with a trap 
chain, and his ankles the same with 
a twister between them. Let’s throw 
him on some brush and blanket or he’ ll 
freeze. ”’ 

The captain blinked and tried to 
sit up, but the twister checked him. 

‘*Vere’s dat saki jutalked aboud?”’ 
Carcajou asked him. 

Takahashi groaned, then 
‘Look in the starboard locker. ”’ 

Carcajou returned with an armful 
of bottles. Smithy opened a bottle and 
poureda cupful. Holding up the Jap’s 
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string it,’’ as he threw him the wir- 
ing. ‘‘Give me the story quick, Bill, 
I want to report it, probably mostly 
in code. Hello, this one in the bunk is 
still alive. ’’ 

“Vell, de udder two aind,’’ said 
Carcajou as he climbed an adjoining 
tree. 

Smithy told the story briefly. When 
he finished the Corporal said, ‘‘I had 
better code some of it, don’t know who 
might pick it up. Now, shut up or go 
and cut some wood.’’ Quick to think 
and quicker in action, coding the story 
was a Slow process, but the sweating 
Corporal was finally satisfied. Calling 
it a Sunrise plane he considered a 
master-piece. Send a spare pilot and 
mechanic and instruct where to de- 
liver. Crew all disabled, but plane 
ready for flying. 

As Carcajou cleared the aerial, 
the Corporal looked at his watch. Just 
three minutes to go,’’ he said, and 
went on the air. 

“Finlay to Liard patrol calling 
Telegraph Creek and standing by. ”’ 

The reply was immediate, Tele- 
graph Creek coming in strong. 

“Hello, Corporal MacLeod, give 
me the weather report. Anything of 
interest ?Sargeant Black standing by. ”’ 

“Never mind the weather, you have 
three hundred words mostly code to 
take. ’’ the Corporal replied. 
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head, he gave him a little, then sam- 
pled it himself. 

“Tastes like your damned home- 
brew,’”’ he informed Carcajou. ‘‘And 
you forgot that bucket of water you 
started after. ’’ 

Carcajou was gone several min- 
utes although the water hole was quite 
close. When he returned he said, ‘‘Id 
nefer schows here but vat ve get us a 
whole plizzard. Dere’s a dog team 
comin’. ”’ 

Smithy got his field glasses and 
stepped clear of the camp. ‘‘I think 
it’s Corporal MacLeod of the Moun- 
ties,’’ he said. 

“Dot’s goot,’’ grinned Carcajou, 
“TI got everything cached avay, even the 
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wadio, but I set dat up pwetty qvick. ”’ 
On the hard trail of the lake the 
dog team approached rapidly, stopping 
at the plane, a short distance from 
the camp-fire. Black Angus MacLeod 
disentangled himself from the robes 
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and stepped clear of the sleigh. He 


sized up the plane and the bodies of 


the two Japs still lying in the incarn- 
adined snow. 

He greeted Smithy as he shook 
hands. ‘‘Hello, trapper, what’s all 
this about? Looks as if you had made 
a big catch. Isn’t your friend there 
Mr. Hans Hansen? We’ve met before. 
Now, Bill string me an aerial quick. 
I am dated to report to Telegraph 
Creek in an hour. No, let Hansen 
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“*Hold on,’’ came from Sargeant 
Black. ‘‘Inspector Graham is here and 
he knows the code book by hear:. Stand 
by till I call him to the phone. ”’ 

While waiting Watson Lake came 
on, but the Corporal warned him off 
the air. 

‘‘Waiting for Inspector Graham, ”’ 
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he explained and opened his receiver. 

Presently it came. ‘‘Inspector 
Graham calling Corporal MacLeod, 
Finlay Patrol. What’s up, Corporal? 
Indian trouble? I’m standing by for 
report. ”’ 

The Corporal gave him the story. 
The Inspector de-coded as it came in 
and asked few questions. 


‘*Almost incredible, ’’>he remarked. 


His orders were snappy. ‘‘I’llland at 
your camp about 8 a.m. tomorrow. 
Hold all parties pending investigation. 
Be careful nothing be destroyed. Good 
luck, Corporal, and congratulate 
Smith and Hansen. The office at Hazel- 
ton has got it and wants me on the 
Morse so will say good-night but stand 
by fora callat 11:30 p.m. Signing off 
for the present. Graham. ’’ 

The Corporal closed his note book 
and filled his pipe as he said, ‘‘I’ve 
got some canned stuff in my kitchen 
box. Let’s make some tea. ’’ 

‘‘Never mind your stuff tonight, ”’ 
answered Smithy. I’ve got every- 
thing except to boil the kettle again. 
Tie into some moose steaks and ban- 
nocks. ’’ 

‘‘What ?’’ saidthe Corporal. ‘‘How 
about the Game Laws? Moose steaks 
in March?”’’ 

Trappers and prospectors privil- 
ege.’’ answered Smithy. ‘‘Anyway, 
where I killed that moose there will. 
be feed for hundreds of mice. They 
will nest around there and make feed 
for the marten when they are having 
their kittens. ’’ 

After supper the Corporal en- 
quired, ‘‘How about the Jap? That’s 


a most inhuman tie-up you’ve got on 
him. If you don’t object, I’ll put the 
cuffs onhim and give him a chance to 
stretch a little. ’’ 

Allright, Angus, ’’ agreedSmithy. 
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‘*Youfeed him, only remember when 
you make any alterations, he’s yours, 
not mine. ’’ 

“Yan, 


said Carcajou. ‘‘I could 


make some weally woothless changes?/’” 


The Corporal was ina reminiscent 
mood. Filledhis pipe, rolled into his 
robe where Smithy had skillfully laid 
a pile of boughs, and when his pipe 
was drawing perfectly, asked Smithy, 
‘Did you know that I was pretty well 
acquainted with your Dad? He worked 
for the old North West Mounted Police 
quite a lot as guide, packer, dog- 
driver or canoe-man and was one of 
the best - attimes. Of course, he once 
sold the Hudson Bay Cattle to the In- 
dian Department in Alberta, but the 
Provincial Police stopped payment and 
the money was turned overto the Hud- 
son Bay Company. They hushed the 
matter up. I suppose on account of 
his age. He died shortly afterward. ”’ 

“Yes,’’ saidSmithy, ‘‘It was over 
those cattle that I quit him. He was a 
pretty goodolddadtome, as you say, 
at ‘times.’ When I was ten years old 
he found me living at Babine. I could 
only talk the Carrier Indian language, 
and a little Chinook and some cayuse 
French. He made a stake one season 
on the Omineca and sent me to Mon- 
trealto go to school where his father 
had sent him years before. No one in 
Quebec could understand my French 
and I had only a few words of English, 
but I learned both French and English 
inMontreal. After five years he sent 
for me and I learned a lot about this 
kind of life from him. He showed me 
all this country, the Omineca, Parsnip 
Finlay and Liard. He changed a lot as 
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he grew old and was trying to get the 
Indians to farm their beaver. It was 
through him that Isadore, Chief of the 
Sikanis went in pardners with me on 
astring of lakes which straddled both 
our trap-lines. We don’t trap them at 
all. For five years we have been shoot- 
ing a few in early spring. We meet 
every year and hunt together, killing 
only oldones. It’s working fine. They 
are increasing faster than we are kill- 
ingthem. Other Indians are following 
suit and between the game-wardens, 
the Mounties andthe trap-line owners 
it is just too bad for anyone that mo- 
leststhem. Dad also left me a string 
of half-brothers and sisters,scattered 
as he put it ‘from the Black Hills to 
the Barren Lands’ and from Fort 
Churchill to Metlakatla. Most of them 
went Indian, but the Montreal trip 
savedmea little. Now, Angus, that’s 
howI come to speak fairly good Eng- 
lish and, not like most half-breeds, 
I am proud of my Indian blood. ’’ 

‘Huh, ’’ flared the Corporal, ‘‘So 
am I. My grandmother was a half- 
breedfrom New Brunswick and could 
only talk French andGaelic, but I was 
born in Nova Scotia. ”’ 

‘“‘Vell,’’ cutin Carcajou, ‘‘Dere’s 
noInjuninme, but lots of udder tings 
vots maybe vurse. Dutch, Cherman,, 
and Svede. I vas borned vere de pig 
plack undt vhite cows come from, 
learnt to yodel andt vent to sea ona 
Cherman barque ven I was twelve 
yearsolt. Runavayfrom here at Vic- 
toriaven I met my mudder’s brudder, 
Captain Hansen. De ‘Flyin’ Dutchman’ 
dey called him. He took me sealing mit 
him on de old schooner ‘Favorite.’ 
Ve hunted seals from de Santa Bar- 
baraChannelto Cape St. Elias de last 
season of pelagic sealin’. He shipped 
1500 seal skins from Cross Sound to 
Wictoria on de schooner ‘triumph’ den 
he vent to de Bering Sea. Raided de 
Copper Island seal rookeries and vas 
caught mit five tousand salted skins in 
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der holt. A Yap gun-boat named the 
‘Sabiyaki’ overhauled us first, put us 
all in irons mit a Yap crew aboard. 
Dey took us intow mit a steel hawser, 
but couldn’t handle the schooner in a 
plow. Dena Wussian patrol boat called 
the ‘Pamplona’ signalled the Yap boat 
to heave to. Along come the Jankee 
Wevenue cutter ‘Wush’ (Rush) and den 
a British survey ship the ‘Egeria’ all 
vanting a cut. Itcome on a sout-east- 
erly gale and der Yaps slipped the 
hawser and made sail, vinged her out 
and sailed avay from allof dem. Some 
sailor-man dose Yaps. Dey sailed her 
into Hakodate andtrew me in der cal- 
abosse for tree monts after ve dropped 
anchor. Den dey pinched the whole 
bunch and sent dem to Vladivostock 
for a Court of Enquiry. Dey was dere 
for ofer a jeer until der Dreaty was 
made. Der Flyin’ Dutchman claimed 
for de loss of his schooner vich had 
opened up and sunk at her anchor, but 
the Wussians laughed him out of de 
Court. Den I vent to Nagasaki, Kobe 
and den to Yokohama. Dat’s how I 
know so much Yapanese. Anyvun that’s 
proke and a peach-comber in Yapan 
vill learn to talk Yap, und to be ‘wooth- 
less’ too. DenIrunacrost mine uncle, 
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der Flyin’ Dutchmanin Yokahama und 
stowed avay on an ‘Empress of Wic- 
toria.’ Belief me, dey make us vurk 
a passage.. Yust tink, him a stow-a- 
vay und he helt a Hamburg ‘‘ticket’’ 
(Captain’s certificate) a petter vun 
dan any of der prass hats on der pridge. 
After ve landed ve vent prospectin’ up 
de Vest Coast of Vancouver Island, 
and der Flyin’ Dutchman, who cud 
Svim like a seal, was drowned off 
Kyuquot. Dat vas enuff salt-chuck for 
me undI vent inland to Fort St. James 
mit a Chermantrapper named ‘‘Wag- 
ner.’’ He vas anudder woothless vun, 
and get mixed up in a murder. ’’ 

‘‘Well,’’ yawned the Corporal, 
looking at his watch. ‘‘You got away 
to a bad start, Hans. I may as well 
tell you now that I found your cache at 
Two Brothers Lake. We will let you 
sell the sugar legally. Trade it for 
fur as you have afur-trader’s license. 
The barley will make good dog feed. 
The stillI destroyed. So you are lucky 
and should know that the Mounted Pol- 
ice keep track of every white man in 
the North. So, go straight, Hans. It 
pays. ”’ 

“It’s just 11:25,’’ he continued. 
“ll try the phone.’’ As he called, 
‘‘Finlay Patrol on the air and calling 
Telegraph Creek to report and stand- 
ing by,’’ he plugged in his receiver. 

Immediately Telegraph Creek 
camein. It was Inspector Graham on 
the phone. ‘‘How are you Corporal? 
There will be two planes over when 
visibility permits, if the landing is 
good. Let me know. Standing by. ’’ 

“‘Yes, Sir, ’’ the Corporal replied. 
‘‘Landing good for wheels or ski gear. 
Twenty inches of blue ice with four 
inches of slush frozen hard and less 
than an inch of new snow. Land on 
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Lower Lake north of the Narrows. 
Good night and a happy landing. Finlay 
Patrol going off the air.’’ He plugged 
in and listened but there was nothing 
further. 

Turning to Smith, he said, ‘‘You 
and Hans had better turn in. Ill call 
you at daylight. ”’ 

Hans had already gone to his camp 
The sound of his radio came faintly, 
borne by a draught from the canyon. 

“IT did not know that he had a rad- 
io,’’ said the Corporal in surprise. 
“Hold on, Bill, till I go up and see if 
there is any news. 

At this the Jap Captain remarked 
dolefully, ‘‘These fellows lied when 
they said they had no radio. ’ 

*‘We sure did!’’ agreed Smithy, 
‘‘and you did a fair stroke of single 
handed lying yourself. le 

“‘The exigencies of the occasion 
demanded a little lying, ’’ the Corporal 
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justified, as he left for Carcajou’s 
camp. 

In fifteen minutes he returned. 
‘“‘Things look better all around,’’ he 


said. ‘‘Gotosleep, Bill,’’ ashe threw 
a couple of logs on the fire and filled 
his pipe preparatory to a four hour 
vigil. 

At five o’clock he made coffee and 
called Bill, remarking, ‘‘I don’t feel 
sleepy any more. After I pass three 
a.m. I’m always good for another day. 
Y’ll go up and wake the Carcajou and 
see what’s on the radio. ’ 

He returned with Hans to find 
Smithy turning out flap-jacks in stacks. 
Breakfast was over and the Jap attend- 
edto when they heardaplane. A bright 
moonand approaching dawn made the 
visibility good. 

The diamond studded surface of 
the lake reflected amber, green and 
sapphire lights. The temperature 
stood at forty-two below and the green 


timber was popping like revolver shots. 


A military plane taxied close to the 
water hole. Lieutenant ‘‘Brick’’ Gil- 
mour andtwo men in aviator’s uniform 
piled out. As the Corporal met him, 
he introduced himself. 

“You are Corporal MacLeod, I 
presume. I’m Bob Gilmour, but some- 
how they always call me ‘Brick. ’ 

The Corporal sized up the shock of 
curly red hair and freckles as big as 
postage stamps and smiled. 

‘“‘That’s me, ’’he replied. ‘‘There’s 
hot coffee at the fire. Grub if you want 
it, and you might even have a shot of 
saki on Captain Takahashi. ’’ 

Brick looked curiously at the pri- 
soner and registered surprise. 

“‘Hello,Kito,’’ he said, and reached 
to shake hands, but seeing the man- 
acles, blushed till his freckles were 
obliterated. ‘‘The misfortunes of war - 
in your case,’’ he said clumsily. 

Turning to the Corporal, he ex- 
plained, ‘‘Kito Takahashi and I went 
to Point Grey High together and then 
to U.B.C. He was high up in Van- 
couver Missionary Society and lec- 
turedon ‘The Loyalty of the Canadian 
Born Japanese. > Tl take him over if 
you like.’ 

““No,’’ demurred the Corporal, 
H) (ul hold him till the Inspector ar- 
rives. 

Brick and his crew sampled the 
saki, took the taste out of their mouths 
with black coffee and went aboard the 
Japanese plane. 

Brick returned shortly. ‘‘A Mes- 
serschmidt, and a honey. Any of us 
can fly her and her tanks have gas 
enough to take her to Vancouver. 
They must have abase in Alaska. ”’ 

The Corporal made Brick acquain- 
ted with Smith and Hans Hansen. 

Brick asked afew questions. ‘‘Did 
you have to kill two of the Japs?”’ 

“It vas dem or us, ’’ replied Carca- 
jou. ‘‘UndtI make me a pet mit Smithy 
dot bote shots hit de same yoint in 


NORTHWEST DIGEST - February, 1953 


eachofdem. Vuninch pelow der skull 


make dem bote ‘happy’ like the Yap 
said. ’ 

‘‘Keep your bet,’’ saidSmithy with 
disgust. 


Turning to Smithy, Brick said, 
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Eggs andI’d just as soon unload them 
here. ”’ 

They are safe, ’’ advisedthe Jap- 
anese Captain. ‘‘They just keep her 
in goodtrim. They are contact bombs 
and it takes a five hundred foot drop 
to explode them. ”’ 

“Don’t ju pelieve him. 
Carcajou. 

Aplane flew over the camp, banked 
and landed a mile 2 ee lake. As it 
came toa stop near the other planes, 
Inspector Graham and two uniformed 
men descended. Greetings were ex- 
changed, and the Inspector outlined 
his plans briefly. 

After short introductions, the In- 
spector turned to Bill. ‘‘You and Han- 
sen may come to Telegraph Creek with 
me and arrange with the War Depart- 
ment. This is a big day for you 
trappers. ’’ 

Bill objected. ‘‘I’d sooner take all 
the dogs and drive through to Tele- 
graphCreek. Iwant a big load of sup- 
plies anyway, and there’s fifteen dogs 
to feed and take care of.’’ 

‘‘Holdon, ’’suggested the Corporal 
“T could take a lot of the outfit in my 
plane. Some of us can ride with Brick. 
Hans might like to. ”’ 

‘‘Nodme,’’ objected Carcajou. ‘‘I 
don’d like dot kind uv eccs vot der 
Yaps peddle. ”’ 

The Corporal laughed and con- 
tinued. ‘‘Youcantie up your dogs and 
leave them plenty of feed, come on by 
plane to Telegraph Creek and get 
everything you want. I am sure that 
the Inspector willarrange to have you 
flown back here. 

“‘Yes,’’ agreed the Inspector. “‘If 
you are ina hurry, I could send you 
back day after tomorrow. The C.P. 
has a plane onthe way from Vancouver 
so you andSmith may expect to be in- 
terviewed. ”’ 

Turning to the Corporal, he said, 
“‘T have to change your plans. Leave 
your whole outfit here. You may re- 
turn with Smithy as I have some ur- 
gent patrol work for you. You are to 
meet Flannigan, the game warden, at 
Whitewater Post. ’’ 

Then, addressing Brick Gilmour, 
he said, ‘‘Start the Japanese Plane 
whenever you are ready, taking the 
bodies of the two Japs. You follow 
with the Corporal and Hansen. [’ll 
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bring up the rear with the prisoner 
andSmithto give him time to straigh- 
ten out the camp. ”’ 

Brick turnedtothe spare pilot and 
his mechanic. ‘‘Well, how about it? 
Do you still want those Jap eggs?’’ 

“Sure, ’’ laughed the pilot. ‘‘I’11 set 
her down so soft she wouldn’t disturb 
a setting hen. She’s alltunedup. Let’s 
go. ?? 

He climbed aboard, revved his 
engine, taxied nearlyto the Narrows 
and came up wind, taking the air in 
less than a mile and gaining altitude 
rapidly. Lieutenant Gilmour followed 
as soon as Carcajou had tied up his 
dogs. Bill fed the dogs and chained 
them, all except Major, leaving him 
the run of the camp. 

The Inspector’s mechanic was 
turning his engine over and as Smith 
stowed the Japanese prisoner away 
and made himself comfortable, the 
Inspector climbed aboard saying, 
“SAll set?”’ 

The Inspector gave her the gun. 
One hour later he spotted the planes 
on the shore ice of the Stikine River 
near Telegraph Creek, dropped down 
and taxied alongside. 

Two more army planes were there. 
Colonel Moberely from Vancouver 
and Lieutenant Bliss from Watson 
Lake. 

The reception Smithy and Carcajou 
received overwhelmed them. Prelim- 
inary investigation was completed by 
evening,- the evidence of Smith and 
Hansen taken, and Hansen charged with 
justifiable homicide. One of Lieuten- 
ant Bliss’ men having been a lawyer 
in Civilian life, the Lieutenant sug- 
gested that he be appointed counsel for 
the defence. 

It was brief, ashe stated, ‘‘We all 
know the thoroughness with which the 
Royal Canadian Police investigate all 
violent deaths in this vast hinterland 


Alaska Highway 


Blueberry Lodge 
ROOMS or CABINS 
GAS, OIL, TIRES & TIRE REPAIRS 


Cafe and Lunch Room 


Excellent Hunting 
OPEN ALL YEAR 


Alaska 


Mile {ol Highway 


YELLOWKNIE@ 
HAY RIVER 7} 
— HEAVY 
PRETHT Way 5 HAULING 


Xs 
* = 


Edmonton 


NORTHWEST DIGEST - February, 1953 


of the north. I feel that this investi- 
gation is a mere matter of form. 
Moreover by the evidence adduced, 
it appears that had not these two men 
acted promptly, their own lives would 
have been lost. With the permission 


of this court, I would like to ask the 
Japanese prisoner one question. Of 
course, he may answer or he may 
refuse. ’’ 

The Japanese prisoner was brought 
in under guard, accompanied by Bob 
GiJmour. He agreed to be sworn with 
the understanding that he would ans- 
wer no questions of amilitary nature. 

Defense Counsel asked him, ‘‘Now, 
Takahashi, answering my question 
cannot possibly do you any harm. So, 
I ask you, what would have happened 
if these men had not taken prompt 
action?”’ 

The eyes of the Japanese Captain 
met those of Brick Gilmour. ‘‘Their 
lives would have paidthe forfeit. They 
just beat us by less than a minute. ’’ 

“‘T think after the Court hearing 
the evidence which corroborated that 
of both Smithy and Hansen, that I am 
safe in asking for a verdict of justifi- 
able homicide, and that Hansen be 
exonerated from all blame, in order 
that these men can pursue their voc- 
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ations without further loss of time. 
Personally, I congratulate him. ”’ 

The Japanese plane was taken over 
by the War Department, Colonel Mob- 
erly guaranteeing that both men would 
be rewarded. 

The following day, Smithy re- 
Stocked at the Hudson Bay post first 
thing in the morning. The Inspector 
could see that he was uneasy about his 
dogs. 

““Would you fellows like to go back 
today ?’’ he asked. 

““The sooner the better. ’’ replied 
Smithy. 

“Well, the Corporal is all ready 
to fly, so you had better load your 
Supplies at once,’’ instructed the 
Inspector. 

As Black Angus, Smithy and Car- 
cajou Climbed aboard the plane, Brick 
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Gilmour came to bid them farewell. 

‘‘Hold on, trappers,’’ he shouted 
‘‘Don’t you want a few of those Jap 
eggs with you for Easter?”’’ 

‘‘No_ thanks,’’ replied Smithy. 
*‘T’ve got a couple of dozen cold stor- 
age eggs from the ‘Bay’ that may be 
just as dangerous. ”’ 

“‘Vurse,’’ exclaimed Carcajou. 
‘‘Der clerk at der Hutson Pay dropt 
vun und it ochsplodet und gassed two 
Tahtan squaws vot vas squattin’ on de 
Poor. 

Underway, the Corporal had the 
pilot fly over Carcajou’s cache at Two 
Brothers Lake. ‘‘If you ever get set- 
tled on that trap line of yours, I'll 
get the Inspector to let us move that 
stuff for you, if you promise to be- 
have, ’’ suggested the Corporal. 

“‘No,’’ Carcajou replied. ‘‘Make 
no neffer minds. I’ve got to much past 
dere ven I go to puy skins from the 
Cariboo Indians. I drade dem de chu- 
gar, and feed the parley to der dogs, 
yust like you said. I vish do dat I hat 
mine leedle schtill, yust for private 
use. ”’ 


**You’re a lot safer without it, ”’ 
cautioned the Corporal. 

As the plane taxied to the camp, 
‘*Major’’ came out ontheice. Waiting 
untilit stopped, with his nose pointed 
to the sky, he gave the long howl of 
his wolf ancestors. His solo was ans- 
wered by an inharmonious chorus. 
Smithy immediately turned his dogs 


_ loose. 


‘‘Keep yours tied up for awhile, ”’ 
he advised Carcajou. I’ll take care of 
mine after they drink. Or you can 
water yours from the creek.”’ 

Black Angus had already harnessed 
his dogs and was loading up prepara- 
tory to starting the patrol to White- 
water Post, but decided to stay for 
lunch at Bill’s suggestion, as he said 
*‘Well, Corporal, we will be going 
different ways tomorrow. Leave word 
at Fort Ware for my mining partner 
Sourdough McCormick to come in 
here by plane any time. We have 
everything we need for the season. 
Tell him to get here as soonas he can. 


Whitehorse, Y. T. 


& ACCESSORIES 


7 


We’ve got to put a log flume in the 
canyon and a dam for a bucking hy- 
draulic up the creek above the pay 
streak. We can sluice all the over- 
burden through the canyon and save 
what gold may be in it. There’s only 
about four hundred yards that’s rich 
ground. That we’ll have to shovel in — 
after we ground-sluice. I couldn’t 
raise any pay dirt below the canyon. 

*‘Oh, hold on Bill. Write all that 
down. I’1l make a point of your letter 
reaching Sour-dough. Write it while I — 
get lunch. ’’ 

He went to baking bannocks and 
frying steaks. Carcajou came over 
from his camp. 

Smith welcomed him with “Just in 
time, Hans, ’’ and accented the name. 

“‘Vell,’’ said Carcajou, ‘‘Here’s 
a pottle of Saki. Let’s haf vun on der 
Yaps. Anyvay, I learnt me a newvurd. 

A dandy - ‘woothless.’ ’’ 


w 


“So when you didn't come home a]l week, I began © 


“Well, tell me what you think of it - you have my 
permission,” 
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